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e Question of the Ages 

"// a man die, shall be lice again." — Job xiv; 14. 

By LT.-COMMISSIONER CHAS. T. RICH 

If a Man 



IT SEEMS to me that thia has been 

the cry of the human heart all down 

the ages. It leaped from the heart 

of Job — sage, philosopher, saint, though 

le was. That he had hia aeasons of 

oubt and unbelief is not to be wondered 

; all men are tempted, but surely he 

than all. But it is a question for ua 



Dia, Shall He Live 
Again? 
Hese under the eaves, held I 
the wall by a misty cob-web, looking 
like nothing but a dried leaf, is a cocoon — a Mi / 
chrysalis. Once it was a mere grub — a ^jh' 
caterpillar. Now it is dead. But wait; the ^ 
little shell bursts. Something moves — a \ 
day. Is it not> The question is its shimmer of lipht — and then wings emerge. 
answer. It could only be asked Winga painted as no earthly artist could 



conscious of the soul within 
ine canstar^tly d.=turbcd by ^' 
ngs oi nis own immoriaiity. /"""r' 
Every man finds the answer in him- ' """ 
self. It is there, deeper than any- 
thiiig else of which he may be con- 
scious. 

He knows he is immortal. It 
as the consciousness of himself; ii 
is as the consciousness of God. 
If a Man Die, Shall He Live 
Again? 
Every earnest religious s ystem 
in the world, however rough and 
crude, gives the answer to the 



>.Jd 



Patriarch's question: and the ans- 

How thrilled I was when, as 
a boy, I used to read the stories of 
the ancient peoples of this great 
land. I remember the story of 
the great Chief who lay down to 
die with ail his bsaves around him, 
and of how they piled all t-He weapons 
of the chase into his grave with him. 
for he was gone to "the happy hunting 
ground." Sometimes I read how they 
killed the dead Chief's fa', ourite horse 
so Imul it might BCCompany liis master 
his long journey. Out West there are s 
to hft found Indian Riirial Grounds •.vhicl] 
relics of this description. You see, at the root of 
this practice was the thought of a life beyond the grave. 

If a Man Die, Shall He Live Again? 

Aii Nature everywhere is givinj; her answer Lu jub's 
query, and once more the reply is — "Yes." 

Everywhere she is stirring, moving, throwing off her 
grave-clothes, breaking through the bondage of death. 
The yearly miracle of the triumph of life over death is 
again happening. 

Voices in the I'reefi: whisperings over the praiiies: songs 
among the flowers. If you have ears to hear, stay a moment 
and hear all Nature in song. The leafless trees bursting 
into melody, the wide waste oi the prairie taking up the 
refrain; and soon, very soon, every little dried-up seed that 
to-mojfrow will be a flower, will he swelling the ciiorus, and 
their united anthem will be — "Because I lioc, ye slio'l !iVi 
also," Ohi nature has her myriad-voiced answer to the 
question, and she also has a silent reply. 






ever depict them. Then — flight, and ;i 

S'-.ay glcamc the butterfly, a very "■J 
'\ poem of colour and beauty. A grub 
\ with wings) A caterpillarnot crawling 

now, but flyingl If a grub die, shall 
It live again? 

Out from the long ago past I 

hear aiiotlier Voice, and this is the 

song I hear: — "Except a corn oj 

wheal fall Into the ground and die, 

II abldelh alone: but if it die, it 

biingcth forth much fru'.i." 

if a Man Die, Shall He Live 

Ag'A^n? 

Yes, after all, J am sure, the 

answer is in ourselves. It is, as I 

said in the beginning, our own con- 

sciousness of immortality ; we find it 

in all the religions, and in Nature — 

an answer clear and convincing. 

One would think that these 

answers would be sufficient; but. 

„j„„ fL- L-^— -p, h=:;rt is ever nrc- 

to doubt. The lamp of our faith 

burns dim — it almost failsl There 

are dark nights of sorrow and loss 

and bereavement! Death is so cruel 

and relentless, Hope dies! We dig so 

many graves, and they are deep. The clods 

heavily upon the casket. Life has 

' nothing left. No light in the sky. .And then 

the haunting question. 

If a Man Die, Shall He Live Agsin? 
Is there Another Who answers? Yes, a thousand 
times — yes! .And that 3'. sv^er makes every other answer 
unnecessary, even superfluous. It is a complete answerl 
It is satisfying! It is glorious — majestic! It was spoken 
at th.e grave-side to a broken and bereaved heart. Lifierx, 
and your heart will never doubt again. 

"/ am the Resurrection, and (he Life: he thai believeth 



:h.a!t tic !!i'e. 



Tfid wnosoirver 




this?" "If il were riol so," the Voice says again, "/ Would 
have told you, I go to prepare a piece for you." 

It a Man Die, Shall Ho Live Again? 

Yc3. yes; But •■-.-here? Immortal life? Yes 
ever with Cod, oh, gloiious ihuughii Or, if forever rhrust 
out from His presence — where? Life for ever morel 
Eternity! But— Heaven or Hell? 
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done - and t 

He sa;(l llc^MllM ri.e 

sentries and a seal. 

od night. Mr. Joseph 

hud belter 

a few dnya 

while things quieten down a little in 

the city! This nonsense is played 

out at laat! 

many of us. (it times, 
ething very similar [n our lives^ 
Arc there not atrangc events, unlooked- 
art-breaking bereavements, mysterious contradict 
ed along our path in which it seems as though by some 
the very heavens arc blotted out> Do wc aomctimcs feel like ll- 
erness, or the sheep among v/olves, or the stranger left by the 
desert to die alone in a dry and thiraty lund where no water is? Lei us look ll 
few moments at the position of those first Brothers and Sisters of lEit Ealvn. 
with the Dead Clirist lying in tlitit costcrr tomb. Perlmps we may fmd u Ic 



And Christ iefi them when they most needed iHi] 
face was hidden. DarlmcKs veiled the sky. Pro 
stomcd lo join with I ierod and Jf-rusnlcm 
them! They could almost lake up their dying Maslcr'a cry and say. '"My God. M:^ 
God. why hast Thou forsnkcn us?" And when they cried the 

t that is also? I lave we nc i times in which p. ayer fails and 
hc.pt dit-s dowti Lo ii ,;oor nicker, and wc can do nothing and think nothing, and when 
wc- feci as dead men that cumber ihc pround? Do wc not know what it means to walk 
about with that sickening of (he heart which makes our food like bitter herbs, and in 
the morninc makes us wiaJi for evening, and at nighl makes us long for the morninR^ 



arts. 



It was a great trial of failli. The dcull. of JesL 
l^ad nfltahllflhed in an utterly helpless plight. Brok 
most of the Jisciplca were Rone. Peter, a. chief mi 
tallen into open hackaliding — nobody knew quite ho 
have given the whole busincas up, for wc fmd him 



to two 
despair 
round- 
Here's 



or three. '*/ go u-f($hlnt:'' 
"This present hope of ou; 

Jcsua i=. well. He ia . 

in old boat of mine whicli I 



a placed the liuV 
;n. sciltcreJ. i.nd 
n among the innc 
V to regard htm. 
ilmost immcdiaccly 



.Sud 
hyc 



our lii 



Kingdor 
i.5Loni6h 
r circle-- 
I le seen 



■I'lic Re 






Tl.ey also arc for I he fulfilling nf I U; 
if wc trust [lim. all is by love. 



It < 



purpose. Nothing 



uddc- 






It is the liinguaf;c of dark dc|>rc:^:;ion. 

6 is only a hope" — he would ?ii^jue. "I n" 

:ertainly deatl^ and — you know-one m 

never aclually di»|>osed of — i tliouj-lil il i 



,sl live 
light be 

wise to have something to fall back upon, if at any time .... ; — anyhow "I go 
a-fishingl" In times of great trial the tcbt is in many casey most .severe, in regard to 
a man'a material possessions or prospccta. "You can't live," the tcmplntion goes, 
"without this or that, and thi.f trial or upheaval will deprive you of il unless you act 
quickly." And bo poor Peter still s^iys "I go a-fiahing." 

It accmcd so strange and euddcn a contrast with what they had both seen and 
hoFxxl It wao only a day or two before that the multitude was ehouling. "Blessed 



1 was the la 
r.erlmp.s, most astonished of all! Il , 
a-icc. if they looked for it at all. Tl 
closed up thai road- And yd by tli 
pencdf Once more God improved upon 1 
rui.sed up. this time, ihe Conquering Man 

1 1 could not be cuinsaid There il was 
roots every one who heard of it. and iransfor 
every one who rciccled ll mad with rage and Imlc 
Those who are with Ja„u„ Christ have been mode 
1 Mm. Those who are against I lim care nothing f, 
hul "a root out of a dry Kiound " 



imc in upon ihe world with the ; 
-hing any one expected. The disciples were 
not in thai direction ihcy looked for deliver- 
me word InipoEsible- writ large and plain 
way Salvation came. The unexpected hap 
Once more lie took dust anil 



Fact-- nay THIi Fact. Ir flhook lo ihf 

" every one who believed it, and madp 

stitl ihe tfioitfing pTincipli" 

live from the dead by believing in 

r I-lis Rcsurrectioit; lo them I le is 



(Concluded on pojc 6, column 4) 
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the 

Se 
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The Whiatle That Was a Pra 

n' WAS Easter Sunday mornini 
i_ ■ [lie lilile Corps in the North of E 
I I wss just concluding "Knee-drill, 
[g, the Sunday morning early I 
Meeting. 

At the back of the little Hall 
lough, tousled, dirty fcHow: ev 
he had been on a carousal the nij 
(pje — for he bore all the marks of a 
experience. He had had his head 
all through the Meeting, and thi 
Captain had thought he wag 5 
and BO made no direct approach t 

However, just before she pron 
the benediction, she made a sa 
appeal, so [liiit if the man was aw 
might at least know there was a f 
the Meeting (or him. And to her be 
mcnt he at once arose, etid sli 
along to ihe Pcnitent-r'orm. 

Snme nf the Soldierr, were ri- 

big. burly man, and said to him : 
lirotliLT. pray and God will hear 

"Please, ma'am," replied ihc 
"I never have prayed, and I don' 
what to say." "Can't you" si 
Imppy thought this— "Our Fatht 
iiit in Heaven?" "No. ma'am, 
know that either." 

"Oil. -■;iirely, you know how In 
ejaculated the Officer. "Say, ma'^i 
,t do as well i! I whistle? 1 can 
o tivnin." 

"^e.s. that will do." .said the C 
^ind while she knelt and praved :. 
»nd foiiie or ihc SoldiL-rn stood wor 
)y and im|ialienlly around. ( 
«-hisl!ed ihc only hyiiiii iune iie km 
Jt was the old-old pra.ver— •'Genii, 
rneck and mild." 

By and by. the meaning ol it dav 
tho.se who were around, and one 
they knelt wilh the seeking sinner, 
Gcordic whisllrd, they sang, and 
too- and a sinner robe to life divi 

The Lord heard that strange 
and Gcordic lived for many a year i 
and love that same Lord, and ovi 
to pass into Flis presence n sinnci 
from the dead." 



ction 



Defying I 

MORKthan a hundred 
mfidel died in Hanover, C. 
Before his death he ordered that al 
grave several large slabs of granit< 
be placed, bound together wii 
bands, and above it all a huge stol 
weighing almost two tons. It w£ 
On the alone the inscription w 
'This grave is purchased for e 
it shall never be opened." Som 
little poplar seed was inclosed in ih 
within ihc tomb. God in his powei 
it to sprout. A little shoot I 
crevice between the iron-bounc 
Its hidden power in courae of tirr 
the iron h inds asunder and move 
"ic^" ,. of its oik^inat positioi 
whole '.iructure is displaced cor 
and iht grave is opened thereby 
tree .^till lives and waves its brand 
the riiit sepulchre, which the 
dcchr. 1 should never be opel 
just iicidcd a tiny seed, one o 
niar\/l in creation, to answer tl 



HOW TO BE SAVED 

V..U mu.li (1) Repent— that i 
rn t^y you hove ntnnecf, be rendy t< 
^ 111-' ftin, and, wherever poB&tble, I 
r (.III wrongA you have done to C 
■ n^n. (2) Aelf God tar Chrlifa 
In forelv^ you. (J) Believe th. 



1 boldly that you have 

: God. 

vlll now be In the tHmlt 
. hnvlng walked in the 



^1 fought, and thar.... .. 

njch will hava been itnpat-ted t( 
irtd (o bo WBtched over and i 
Cod will be even more InUr 
■UT atruRnloB than you ara ^ 
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llowshtp 
I mighl 



s then looked so hopeful. 

divinity of His miracles. 

'cnlurcd to talk lo Him 

n of Heaven! And nowl 

:ome moHt unexpectedly. 

r lln.n uur grief. Losses 

re disappears in llic most ("J^") 

and amazement almost *-'-^ 

.ll,«(..rvhr.:trt.weknow 




er .1 dep;irtur<- from what He h;nj 
; was the worst of all. They lw,c! 

Id it lie po.-i.si!jle that P No 

had ij.i.lerilootl i lini lo s.iy ih,,, 
...Id not sw death if ihev believed 
n Him; and that when 1 le was m 
jtd he wi.!, I i„n i low could ,i 
Jerusalem poiriK on jusi a.s Ix-fo:,. 
"!,■!. .iiU, dyiDi-. eatiiii;. dimki],;;. 
LhiTlss he--.' 
'ltsU,!,,! i,\\ (.lad's >.ays w,ll, y„u ■ 

u tan trust I lijiiJ Then there 
ll IS ,he darUress whuh m;.kes 

OS iheeotnmiual of [he soul 

ic livil^ hcncalh 

n viei< relii.-n.n ^-^ [Tierely a .sU.K 
11 ui-l, s il la also much lieside 

livint' out oi' n new revelalitu,, 
'rarucfer And how ean that !.<■ 
irroiv. ; y trial, by bulfeling. ^,^ 
: ih-e: i man. by mortify.ns li„. 
d pricf. by the apony oE disajj. 
nticipacd joyb, and by obedience 



en llicy most needed Him 1 lis 
veiled ihe sky. Providence 
.nd Jerusalem in frowning upiin 
ler's cry and say, "My God. Mv 
/ cried there was no annwer 
31 time.-i in which pioyer fails and 
in[j and think nothing, and when 
= not know what it means to walk 
our food like bitter herbs, and in 
I rrjakc.i ua Jong for the mornuip^ 
ing of His purpose. Nothing is 



upon the world with the .ludden 
10 expected. The disciples werr 
dircction ihoy looked for deliver 
poraibJc- writ large and plain 
nn came. The uncKpeCTcd hafi 
Once more I Ic look dust iiiitl 

nayTllh:|.nct. It nhook lo lla- 
■y one who believed it. and made 
/( .1 still Ihc dlMing princifilr 
^c from the dead by believing m 
I lis Resurrection; to tlicm I le is 




The Whistle Thet Was a Prayer 
FT WAS Easter Sunday morning, and 
j ilic jililc Corps ill the North of ELngiand 
i ivBs iuat concluding "fCnce-drill." lliat 
g, the Sunday morning early Prayer- 
MectlnR. 

At the back of the little Hall sat a 
rough, tousled, dirty fellow; evidently 
he hod been on a carousal the night be- 
fore — for he bore all the marks ol such an 
eipcricncc. He had had his head bowed 
all ihrouifh the Meeting, and the little 
Captain had thought he was sleeping 
and BO made no direct approach lo bim. 

However, just before she pronounced 
(be benediclion, she made u salvation 
appeal, so that if the man was awake he 
might al leant know there was a place in 
ihc Meeting lor him And [o her bewilder 
meat lit at once arose and tumbled 
along to the Penitent I orm 

Snme of the •^nldiirs wen n m" t 
l„„ l.f .he C r =- '"-' ' '- 

big burl^ mm aid „ d lo him \ci, 
arotlicr pr ly nd God will h< i \ou 
Pk.M ma am ri plied ih. i„ ,n 
I aevrr h.^e priv.d nd I d r 1 kiu w 
ivhal lo s V t u, I MU- iv 

liappv iIki.(.1ii this Our I .ihcr Who 
,.-t in llc^cn^ No m. ,r, I don I 

knrjM ih I iilhcr 

nil urdy ^ou know how lo |,r u 
D cal ud lilt Ulfit. r S,^ „, 1 ,11 ^,,11 
ild( s 1.1 11 ll I I In lie J 1 I n uhislk 
.. l.Mlin 

^is ihil will do ud ihL Lipl ,in 

nd vli.li -lit knell ind pri\til 1. r liim 
n,:,i IH.I, ( lU S„|du,.,sUod>,u. Itlin. 

K in) imj iliiiilly irr ,n.l I . i '. 



''Yo' Grave! Whar's Yer Vict'ry?" Surely a Man Can Laugh Then! "He is Come— He is Come" 

A ce!eb.-.-itcd r,ci,.ro orator and preacher |T "as in the day= of our boyhood and r-B-iHERF: was one who was called to 

^^^ during a funeral sermon looked ^ "Old Happy" was a well-known fiRurc i die for Christ, but when he came to 

down. ,is Lhough he were peering into '" '!'= '"""■ 0"= °{ ''"'se characters ^ his death-cell, and the short hours 

the yawning grave of ijie wliole earth ^^° make a constant joy of life, nothing that preceded his death, he appeared to 

and cried out- ■Grave' Gravcf Yo' "^'^r rt^^Hy di.itressing l hem— seeing cause be deserted by all those rich and striking 

Gravel Whar'» v,t vI^.V^j I U„..U fpr ™rriment and happin 



the most 



■ . .) I L L ■"■ "■-."•■"'-^'i. """ i»"t'|j"'«^'"» "" I'ltT moot iiitiiiifestations of the Master's presence 

„„. , 1 , T", '^ , , disturbing adventures. to which he had been accustomed, 

yo got a mighty bunch down dar. an One .Sunday night "Old llsppy" found This seemed ^Irange to h.m— passing 

yo turrurizes ev rybody wat comes his way to tile Penitent-horm and the strange. He had thought that in this 

long diE way. Bring oul vo- armies, an' young Captain (afterwards a Canadian hour of hours, when called to die for Him. 

furl fo'lh yo' bannhs oh vicl'ryj Show Colonel) went from the plaiforrn to deal there would have been more ihan ordin- 

yo' hnn'. an' let em see w'al yo' kin dol" "''l'' '""l *"d point out lo hirn the way ary comfort and additional tokens ol 

Then he made ihe Crave reply ■Ain't °' Salvation. His pleasure and approval, 

got no vicl'rv now. had vict'rv hut Kint. Broad smiles were on llic penitent's He had one friend who, early and late, 

lesus nars'cf ihr„'ii,.h d, /n',,, , ■ '"''•' """J "' '''"S'i= '"■' broke out inlo was his companion, and they fasted, 

lor'd rnv b.nn'U r^, N 11 I'^lual laui;hler. 'My b, other." .said the prayed, and sought that God would come 

lord m> bannhs down He .says Hi. Captain, "this is no laughing mailer- again w.lk the light and joy that was 

ihird no llio for i|,j.^ ;., ^ serious tiucslion' What' ""-ver more needed ihan now But the 

o o|/ii de gales, e.velaijned Harry, ■ean'l a m in laugh last night — the ni(,ht that jjicceded the 



people sha'n'l b, 



in let em ru.ss on dar w 



iJ I' 



iicck 



ll. old olc" pra er Genlle U u 
ri mild 
n>s thcinciiimt of ildiwnid n 



inmt of ll d 
lio« iW.owere .round uid one In om 
llicv hull with ihe seekinf, sinner nd is 
tictrihc 1 hisll.d lhc\ smt, ind |ir vid 
loo ind 1 smner re e lo lilc diiuie 

Till Hid Ke.rd ih.l slr.ni.e Jr Mt 
ndC rtlie liMd lor mini ^e.ruhiw 
and I .1 ihu same Lord inK.cr.lirdk 
In p s into ] iis iirescnce i smni r n in 
from die dead 



Defying Resurrection 

MUKLihan a hundred vcars ago, an 
mlidel died in I lanover. Cermanv 
Before his death he ordered that above his 
trove several large slabs of granite should 
Be placed, bound logellicr with iron 
bands, and above it all a huge stone block 
weighing almost two tons. It was done. 
On the- slone the inscription was put. 

This grave is purchased for eternity; 

t shall never be opened." Somehow a 
little [)t>j>lar seed was inclosed in ihe mould 
wilhm ilie tomb. God in his power caused 

t to sprout. A little shoot found a 
crevirc belween the iron-bound slabs. 
Its hidden power io course of time broke 
the iron bands asunder and moved every 

whole structure is displaced completely 
and llie grave is opened thereby. The 
Ircc 51,11 hvcB and waves ila branches over 
the rent sepulchre, which the infidel 
deeland should never be opened. It 
just needed a tiny seed, one of God's 
marvels in creation, to answer the chal- 




ind ihe darkn 



A n rl r,^ drv 1" ed 'hdl sllOuld 

the M isler come wuh I lis joyful presence 
durmg ihc n.i,ht the ir.rKr should lilt 
.., ' 1= ' ir I on llic mnrro s a s,^n In 
his friend who would be m the i rowd 
the morning nine and the mournful 
procession nd in llial mournUil l>ro- 
cs V- ' Jlser^e^ nl II J'-.ing 

V 111, hrm stci ' '■■"- llie n.art\r who. 
ish. cNe lelluponhisl ilhfuHrieild w.lh 
eouiU 11 net le mini, \Mlh i,Idi\ threw 
up his ll nds ivrl imim. He 



H< 



.ml ll( 
ill 1 ih 



md died 



.italii 



1 ;=; 


he'd n rc peculile in- 
1 di liitl ind there i\ is noi 


L"'d'p.e„' 


( ) L ! ind h d heen (Ja\ in.!; 




111,, 1 \ in_ini, when the song 


L nC IHJ 


odl ru t kioj, no aelive 


ji rl 

1 ^ uk' 
slreet inr 
.liur com 


\ in .Id n n eillC doi n the 
took hi-pliec with us Some 
de ll .ided bim the (lag end 


t I t J 


,, '1^1... c of she 


Color Sere 


e ml nd ^ e wondered even 


more 11 1 


lb slid In ncn unkempt ap- 



Ih^n he h 
othe, c Ol o. 
ind b...an lo 

1 nerds 
Lnnhie ^ oi 
Lord ind hi 



GiLNERAL William Booth 



idcd back the "-g -o the 
ind stepped cnlo the ring, 

IJCL-k 

lid he \ou all know old 
,11 k^o^^ I love the dear 

c done so for many and 
ni-in'. a ^ear He s been good to me. 
although things are not the same now as 
1' . c.e when m^ old darhng was idive. 
Every 'sulldaN morning she use-d lo 
I rush me down ind see lliat my uniform 
was !id\ md thai I looked spick and 
span, hut now she s gone, there s nobody 
to look after old Frankic. But. friends ' 
.mci a lioly light lit up that seamed old 
countenance, and 1 .stood bac^. «i:'riSijC" 
at my former thought.';, "the dear Lord 
He looks after me. He docs. He brushes 
down my soul, and He keeps that clean 
and tidy. 1 ean'l tell vou, friends, how 
He does il- ihal's a seercl between Him 
and mc-bul He does il!" 



A rare pholo oj the Fonnilcr, lalicn Jurinn a Campaign -whidl he contluctcil in 1906 al 4. 



HOW TO BE SAVED 

Vnu munli <t) Rcpem-thnt If, b 
"fy yen have ninnoj, bo ready In fo: 

uhl wronirq you hove dcinc to Goit t 
1.11.. (2) Aait Cod for Chrlnt'n Boli 
• f.TRivo you. <3) Bcllcvo ihnl H 



ivill no 
^ho, ha 



be In lhv> poplHon nF n ^ 



ncd 



Iked in Ibc 

dnndnlnrtcd 
III be needed 



.>'. tlic rlfrht wtiy. ci.»ww ..,,. „.. ,.^.., 
''" ...■cry utep, fiereo templntlonn . 
"*>vt. la ho founht, Ond thn now nnti 
.vliich will bnvo boon importod 10 you 
will nrrii lo bo wntchcQ Over nnd cnrcd 
inr. C.,d will bo rvon more inloronted 
'.■ yniir >tru,Klog Ihon you »r« vour- 
..H(. I^lo „ili mool your ovory nood if 
yO" luok to Him. 



...... , . /. .^nfe/IT, r.no . 

l/ic salnlcJ I-'ldchcT of M<uM.-si livcJ ami JicJ. I'lic open ePin.loiu slwws lite room where 

il was said Fletcher prailcd so o/lcn and Jcrilcnllti lliat liie Ocry Waiis were marilcj Di/ Ihc 

brculh 0/ his fjtraifcrs. 

..«! ... -■■■'-■ --- »•■ 

"LIVE FOR EVER, WONDROLS ^ KING" 

He dies, the Friend oj sinners dies! In lri„n,(,l, lie forsakes /lis lamb. 

1,0 Salcnis daughters ucep uroiind. Up to Ilia Fathers court lie Jli-:s: 

A solemn darkness oeils llic sli'es. TIk ungrl Icgi,,,,., guard llim home. 

A sudden Iremhhng shakes ilic srouritl. And shoul Him wrlcnir. ia the sk'cs. 

Ye saints with tender hearts recieuJ. Drjl up your (cur.s-. tie saints. ^,atid tell 

How He beneath iiour burdens groaned: How high your great DcliOcrcr reigns: 

Nol tears, but blood. He shed jor you, 5iris how He spoiled the (lasts 0/ hell. 

And for a guilty world atoned. ^tnd led llie tyrant death in chains. 

Mtisterious love bcQond degree! Sau. "I. 'Be fnr cut, wondrous King.' 

Tha Prince oj Clary dies jor ircn. Horn In redeem, nnd strung to sai'd'- 

But. lo! what sudden Joys use see! Then ask 0/ death. "Where is thy sting.y 

Jesus, Ihc dead, reeiues a^ainl Oh. where' s thy victory, boasting grave?" 



••T!!E PRIVILEGE OF ALL 
BELIEVERS." 

Wo bolicvc Ihnt il ill ihc priviloifo 

.11 boliovora to bc "uholly »ani:tilloi 

.nd ihol Ihoir ".vholo .piril nnd b. 

f? nnd body" moy "bo proBcrVod hUr 

losB unlo tho cominc <•' ni.r Lord Jc: 



Chri 



. bcl^c 



of the bcli. 



Ihnl of 
Iho hoi 
slio.cr inclin.^l>anB lo evil, or T 
Ulor„.r.r., which. „nloP.. ovor- t 
lowered by Divine (trace, produce ^ 
dual sin: bul elinl iho>.e evil Iciide.i- 
ico cnn bo cntirdv Inl.on nwny by iho 
ipirit of Cod, nnd tho wl.olo heorl, lhu» 
hinnBcd from cvcrylhine controry to 
he will of Cod, or entirely onnCtlhcd, 
rill then produce |ho fruit of the q, 
? Spirit onty. 

And WO belloye ll.ot I.CrBOni. 
lirely snnctinod mny. by ill 
nf God, b ... 



ovoUo In Hit 
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THE WAR CRY 



A^n/ 7, i92S 



I— Under Doctor's Ordero 

IWAb returning from a rush visit to 
Paria. The time was somewhere about 
six a.m.. and the boat on which I was 
travethng was just enteritig Southampton 
Water. I waa chatting with one of the 
ship's ofHcers on the bridge. Suddenly a 
eteward from below aaked me to go down 
at once to the saloon — I was wanted there. 

On reaching the room which had been 
indicated to me I Found a man lying on 
the floor seriously ill. Kneeling at his 
feet, and actively engaged in endeavour- 
ing Liy massaging his poor cramped limhs 
to induce circulation, was a khaki-clad 
officer of the R.A.M.C— the only medical 
man who, it appeared, was on board. 

"That's right, sir. and thank youl" 
he said. "I noticed you as you were 
waiting at the Custom-'^ last night; and 
I know you Salvation Army OfJicers are 
always ready for anything. This is an 
urgent case — one indeed of life or death, 
and I want you to massage his limbs on 
that Hide while I do those on this; and the 
next twenty minutes will determine 
whether the poor fellow is to reach home 

With a will I set to work, amusing and 
I think, pleasing the doctor by getting 
"into my shirt sleeves," and in half an 
hour our united etfort, plus a large dose 
of hot ^^a for which I was sent by the. 
doctor to the kitchen, had worked won- 
ders, and we were marching our patient 
up and down the sa[oon. 

The kindly physician had iearned to 
know and respect The Army and its 
work years ago in Winnipeg. ] found in 
our subsequent conversation. 

*'Have F ever been over there?" he 
inquired. "Do you know the Grace 
Hospital?" 

"Yes, I stayed there with the Cen- 

"The General? Why, I was present 
at one of his Meetings in Winnipeg — 
and you were there too? Well, I thank 
you for your help! What a handy lot 
of folk you Salvationists are — to be sure!" 

As for me. how glad I was I had not 
slouched through that Customs shed in 
mufti. It was my red Army cap that 
had secured me that introduction and 
that opportunity for service alike, and 
I reflected, as I drank my coffee, "Why 
should I ever feel that I have anything 
less to be proud of in wearing my uniform 
than that R.A.M.C. Major had in sport- 
ing his crown-collared khaki tunic? 




A Traveller's Tales 

By COMMISSIONER T, H. KITCH^NG, 



Some Hastily - Told Experiences 
gained whilst on Army Service in 
various parts of our Baiikfield 



II. — Before Russia Went to Pieces 

IT WAS in the early days of the war- 
before Russia "went to pieces." I was 
on Army business in Petrograd. With 
two comrade-Officers I boarded a street 
car. No sooner was 1 seated than a 
gentleman at my side espied my uniform, 
and thus acbosted me. "Then is your Army 
at work here now?" 1 explained that we 
had a few Officers at work in one of the 
slum quarters of the great capital, but 
that apart from that, and one or two 
homes for war widows and orphans, we 
had as yet very little regular propaganda. 
We exchanged cards. His showed him 
to be a lawyer by profession, coming from 
a far distant city in Siberia. A member 
of the Duma, he had only arrived in 
Petrograd a day or two before to attend 



Then came from his lips a revelation of 
the cause of his interest. On various 
occasions he had visited England, and 
having heard and read of The Army's 
work had, although careless of religion, 
turned his steps towards our Halls. 
I^gcnt Hall and the Congress Halls at 
Clapton and Brighton he had each in 
turn visited, and at the last-named place, 
in a Meeting, E think he said of the old 
General's, he had knelt at the Penitent- 
Form and entered an experience of which 
he hpd known nothing before. Thank 
God, the Light that had there and then 
been lit ill hi» soul was. he said, still burn- 
ing. How glad he was to welcome the 
Salvationists to his dear and needy land! 

Of his name and address I have un- 
fortunately no record, the Russian censor 
at Torneo having relieved mc on the re- 
turn journey of all printed matter which 
was in my possession, including my rail- 
way map of Russia and my friend's visit- 



ing eaid; but if by any ciiiince [his should 
meet his eye, may I hope that he will send 
mc a line? 

JII.—A Converted Priest 

THIS happened more than twenty 
years ago, but the memory of the 
incident affords me as much pleasure 
today as a green field on a summer mom- 

I was journeying to Madrid on a mission 
connected with one of llic many disap- 
pointments that have confronted us on 
our far-flung batllc line— the necessity 
having arisen to suspend for a time the 
operations which had been begun there 
in circumstances that were not of the 
happiest. 

The train halted at Burijos. the Oxford 
of Spain. I descended In search of fruil. 
for it was a warm day in early summer. 
My rcd-banded cap attracted the notice 
of a Roman Catholic priest. 

Along the platform he folluwed mc to 
my compartment, where, whilst we 
chatted together, he tore from the book 
of his own life's experience a veritable 
Salvation Army romance. It was on this 
wise: — He was a Chilian, of a "good" 
family, a student, but pleasure and wine 
h?d i.!ragged him down to want and 
destitution, to exclusion even from his 
family and home Without either friend 
or character he had wandered into an 
Army Meeting in Buenos Ayrcs, where the 
loving and sympathetic counsels of our 
Officers had ulllmatcly prevailed, and 
he had sought and found lIic forgiveness 
of God. 

The first step toward restoration to 
his family was to inform them of what 
had taken ptacc, and in words much the 
same as thos^ of the prodiiral son in the 



Power of His Resurrection 

{Continued fr If m page 4\ 
And it will be the pov/er of \]\n Resu,-. 
rcction which wilt work out your deliver- 
ance. Hold on in the dark, and out of 
the Land of the Impossible life and lighr 
and love and power will come lo you. 
Do not give tipl Do not go :i-fialiing! 
Do not complaini He lecms ic» he dead] 
but He is alive for evermore. I ic hides 
His face for a little while, but I ft lovea 
you with an everlasting love, h seems 
as though He has forgotten, hut He 
cannot forget. 

"B^OTC the Throne my Surrin %isntis 
And fyouTB the all-pTeoailinf: prcyer 
Points to Hia aide, upiifta his hund^. 
And shows that / am graven ilwrc." 

And victory for you will mean victory 
for others. Jesus will reveal 1 limself 
ihrough you. Men shall see your smile 
and hear your testimony and noie the 
witness of your humility and raitlt and 
patience and kindness — your (gentleness 
in trial, your long-au^ering in jjrovoca- 
lion, your joy in sorrow, your [jcace in 
the storm, and they ehall say ju^l as men 
said to one another in Jerusahn. when 
they saw the exultant looks and trium- 
phant steps of the disciples iifli-r ilie 
Reaurrection, "Why, Jesus must be risen 
again — -this is none other than ihe Power 
of His Resurrection™it is like life form 
the dcadr* 

To you it is given, by the life and power 
of Jesus, to show forth the Impcsaible 
accomplished 

Gospel, he had telegraphed to Wis father 
for pity and forgiveness. Both were 
promised in the reply, which was fiaslied 
over the electric wire+ "A loving welcome 
awaits you at the old home. 

Once things were set right with his 
family it seemed the natural thing for 
him to ally himself with the Church for 
whose service he had been Intended, and 
now after many years he was doinp whai 
he could in the College to which lie was 
attached to influence for God tho^^e plarcf) 
under hid tuition and care. His interest 
in and his love for The Army had re^ 
m.-ilned Inyal find onmovrd, and il woa 
with an evident feeling of both joy and 
pride that he took from his pockt-i the 
latest number of our South Aincricaa 
"War Cry," which only the day hiiiore he 
hsd received from some of his friends on 
the other side of the Atlantic. 



M' 



lAHADEV waited at tabic at The 

Army's Home of Rest at Lenavia, 

beautiful spot in the Western Ghats. 

tumble and courteous, a strict Hindu, he 

ell liked and 

atcd and an orphan boy, 
his parents having died of plague 
years before. I remember speaking a 
ird or two to him about the true God 
and afterwaids sending him a Teste 
printed in his own language, of which 
be thought a great deal. 

Through the influence of the Officers 
in charge of the Home and also of the 
rook, who was a good Salva tionist, 
Mahadev at length expressed a desire 
to become a Christian. A little Meeting 
specially arranged at which, in the 

of the other Hindu servants, he 

knelt and prayed; and then standing up, 
he told them he was going to serve Jc 
Mahadev is the name of a Idindu god; 
and as soon as the lad became converted 
he desired a new name, and took the 
Bible name of Daniel. When the Ter- 
ritorial Commander was at the He 
short time after, Daniel was publicly 
sworn in as a Salvation Soldier. A year 
or two tatei I came in contact with him 
at the Training Home, where, as a Cadet, 
he strove earnestly to improve himself; 
and again in Bombay as Lieutenant 
Daniel, appointed afl a helper on Terri- 
torial Headquarters. He has since 
cd a capable girl from our Satara 
Boarding School; and a bright future of 
Salvation Army service lies before them. 




!Y INDIAN FRIENDS 

By ENSIGN THOMAS BURR 



^ Saviour I knew him as a Cadcl :>t ihc 
f Training G,.,,i..,n Knd l«lc, w- l„„: l;im 
fl as our assistant in Bombay. 1 Ic nas 
■w acquired a knowledge of Englisli. and i9 
W a capable lad desirous of serving liis 
^':^§^i^|i^i^i§^:#^i?^::i^i^:;^>^t:^^:n^^:;^;^i^^ Lord and Saviour. I have jllsl rcLi-ived 

a letter from him written in Eniilisli. in 
which he aaks that we will spccinllv pray 
for India and her people, and concludes 
by saying he is trying to do his best lo 
extend the kingdom of our Lord .Icsus 
Christ. 

In the early days of The Army'.s work 
in the Marathi country at n certain village 
a man was attracted to T he Army wlicn 
they opened lire there. Me wa.s icnnrani 
and unable to rtad. but the Officer i^ave 
him a Marathi song book and tausilii him 
to sing out of it. t-Ie had a son. ii tilttc 
fellow of ten or twelve years, who was also 
taken in and eventually became really con- 
verted and subsequently, after a struggle 
in his heart, he gave himself to Gnd and 
entered the Training Home. For over 
twenty years now he hafl been an i>mcer 
and is much loved and respected. Worn 
being an ignorant village boy. .Siall- 
Captuin T:ityaba, as wc now kno^^■ liim. 
has so far improved himself as to l»' one 
of our leading translators in the M imthi 
tongue, and has been engaged in Ir.ins- 
lating some of our English litcr.ilur.; into 
the vernaeular, I heard him Ifil the 
story not long ago of how The .Vrniy 
came to his village. "I still have that 
song book they gave my father." he '"-"d; 
"and I think it is worth a hundred nipi.is. 
While we were stationed in Poon.i. the 
Stnff-Cnptnin also resided in that cii.i and 
though he had his own special work lt> do. 
he often turned up to our Meetini:^ and 
we valued his help. He has pulsed 
through great trials, losing his wife und 
one or two children, but he doei. ntjl 
complain and is always the same faithful, 
loyal Salvationist, whom we esteem very 
highly. 




(Solvation Army) : 3. 
hammcdani 4. Hindu. 



A Canada West Missionary Officer slalioned in India gives some stril^ing 
examples of nattce conversions which have come, under his obsetvalion. 



"puja" (worship) after the Hindu man- 
ner, but the lad rcluse J. His father was 
very angry with him. but the boy had 
no longer any faith in the ^■'llage gods 
and would not obey. 1 uni glad to say 
that eventually the father also gave up 
idolatry and became a Christian. Th: 
boy, Devji by name, passed through the 
" ding-School to the Training Garrison, 
and afterwards as a Captain it was my 
privilege to hove him witli mc for a while 
in Poonn. My knowledge of Marathi at 
that time was very limited, but he was 
well acquainted with English and did 
excellent service in translating in the 
Meetings attd while I was lecturing to 
the Cadets. ] missed him when he was 
aetlt overfiCOB to London for further 



Irarning, .ind v.h'^rs lie m.iJi; a very good 
impression with his smilinp face and ready 
testimony. I ic has tiow returned to his 
ov.'n land and promisi^s I., Lc a very use- 
ful and valued Oni:.tr. 



Near a village noL many miles from our 
Ahmcdnagar .School Is ilie Mukli Mission, 
founded by the saintly Pandiia Ranabai. 
who did so much to improve the lot of 
the women of India, iho.usnnds of whom 
have passed throiigh tlie Home she 
established. Many destitute children were 
also received, and among these came an 
orphan baby boy nf high caste family. 
Some years later he was removed to our 
Boardjng-Schosl, where lie was cdticated 
and where he accepted Christ as his 
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IN Tl IE Rocky Mountains of Canada i 
divides British Columbia from Alberta; 
Pacific Railway crosses this line at a 
llic Great Divide. Fron. the heights fin 
(lie waters of which, by the formation of 
ridEC ari? divided; one flowing west empt 
the Columbia River and finally losc-.i 
Pncific Ocean The other part joins the 
and flaws eastward, ultimately concluc 
juurncy by the shores of Hudson's Bay. 

A gust of wind may, therefore, dclerl 
J raindrop shall journey westward past i 
and vineyards and finally be assimilated 
aunlu waters of the Pacific Ocean, or wl 
be c irricd east through snow-covered 
the chilly waters of Hudson's Bay. 

i vcn so in the course of liuman « 
irisc circumstances when the exercise of 
little will power in the direction of ripbt 
the dolermining factor as to whelher a 
sunny and fruitful, cr cold, cheerless, and 
Such circumstances as these have mi 
arisen in the life of Commissioner Map] 
eatecnicd international Secretary at 
Hcddnuarlcrs. We have heard him. b 
and publicly, give praise lo God for thosi 
hue influenced his career; but more, 
the readiness with which he has been e 
Holy Spirit lo take advantage of such i 
The Commissioner is so well kri 
C^r^dian Salvationists, that wc really i 
ror pan Inilarising as to the position he 
Army: Iml just lo make nur sinry the p 
vciiiurc to do this. 

A worthy representativi 
To begin with, he has obtained alnr 
ei rank possible in The Army oiil,".idc < 
liciidship of the Organisation the Gem 
Inlcrnatlonal Secretary he is the interme 
the General and the Chief of the Staff ai 
Territories of The Army coming will 
leipnr.iibilily. to wit— the British D 
lilt United Slates, to say iiotlilii(; of s 
counlrirs In presence, pcrsonnhty, 15 
jbluy iind administrative skill, the Te 
er Fc^lI ihat they have in this Inlernati 
T ^nniiy representative. 

^ow. right awav in the early days 
of rill- -Vmy in the Indian fimpire; ) 
wt en t'cunmissioncr Fakir Singh anc 
fjiureei band were storming the citadel 
and licit liendom, to say nothing of ih 
oliiii.ildi.m. Henry W. Mapp was a sn 
in liie-.iiy of Bombay. 

Ktin to all the possibilities of life 
keen ui lake advantage of every one ol 
tent. Willi a laudable ambition, to rise I 
influinit in the land which was the pla 
All l]ll^ IS not to say that he did not 
ground lor pleasure in its most deligh 
WIS III be no grind for him. 

Gifkd with all the splendor of a 
tltkini: presence: a happy exterior; a 
tlieru litre plenty of avenues by whici 
vantr 1,1 an early, easy manhood. An 
1he,\,n.y. 

\Vi- will not slay to describe what it 
atlratritl him — whether message or r 
till. s^iiiiL' but there was a call that cair 
of wliK h wc spoke in our prcumble- 
Mdpi> dilibcrately enrolled himself as 
facl a- well as in name— and as a Soldier 
Muklil.iuj And for years and years 1 
aloni; ;lic path which he chose so thoi 
strini!!. ol his youth, and whiJi bt 
at ll" Penitont-r=rm of Tht Sal,.>i;.. 
hek 



npany with th' 

of ill, ,:reat Empire, as welt 



dth tl 



IndiBii people." That Tn itseif'i 

The agony of a mother's 

"I iirry, my boy, don't do ill Do 

And the agony of a mother's heart 
words [Kat, unbidden, burst from her 

1 l.if] y was now a splendid young m 
\ear.-; ul age. tall, massive and liandsi 
lypc 111 the ruling race. 

But there appeared no pride of ri 
beftirc his mother whose accents of 
like dagger thrusts in his heart. 

I fc was clad in the garb of the Ir 
the sa(Tron-hued dhoti and shoulder 
luckei of a Salvation Army OfTiccr. A 
of the nativesi his feet were bare alid 
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THE WAR CRY 



Power of His Resurrection 

(Continued from page 41 
And it will h-! the power of J ii. Resur- 
rection which will work out your deliver^ 
ance. Hold on in the dark, [ind out of 
the Land of the Impossible jifc und light 
and love and power will come lo you 
Do not givH upl Do not gu ii-fiahihsr 
Do not complain [ He leems ip be deaS 
but He is aiive for evermore. ) le hidea 
His face for a little while, bui lie love, 
you with an everlasting love. Ii seeme 
as though He has forgotten, bm (He 
cannot forget. 

"Before iht Throne my Surrlii siantli 
And poura the aU-pmailins praua 
Painla to Hh aide, uplifts hi, hands. ' 

And ahowa thai I am graoen there." 
And victory for you will mean victory 
for others. Jesus will reveal I limHlf 
through you. Men ahall ace your smile 
and hear your testimony and note the 
witness of your humility and fiiilh and 
patience and kindness — your Kcnllenesa 
in trial, your long-suffering in provoca- 
tion, your joy in sorrow, your peace in 
the storm, and they shall say JUHL -AS men 
said to one another in Jerusaltm when 
they saw the exultant looks and trium- 
phant steps of the disciples alter the 
Resurrection, "Why, Jesus must he risen 
again — this is none other than the Power 
of His Resurreetion — it is like lite form 
the dead!" 

To you it 18 given, by the life and power 
of Jesus, to show forth the Imfiosaiblc 
accomplished 
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Gospel, he had telegraphed to his lather 
for pity and forgiveness. Both were 
promised in the reply, which was flashed 
over the electric wire, "A loving welcome 
awaits you at the old home." 

Once things were set right with his 
family it seemed the natural thing for 
him to ally himself with the Church for 
whose service he had been intended, and 
now after many years he was doing what 
he could in the College to which lie W4S 
attached to influence lor Cod tho.He plHcnJ 
under his tuition and care. His inlcresi 
in and his love for The Army had re- 
mained loyal and unmoved, and it was 
with an evident feeling of both joy and 
pride that he took from his pocket the 
latest number of our South American 
"War Cry," which only the day before he 
had r:.'ccived from some of his friends on 
the other side of the Atlantic. 

Saviour. I knew him as a Cadet hi the 
Train, ng Garrison and Inter we \...A hiu. 
as our assistant in Bombay. I lu has 
acquired a knowledge of Englisli. and is 
a capable lad desirous of serving bis 
Lord and Saviour, I have just received 
a iLttt-r from him written in ELnplish. in 
which he asks that we will specially prav 
for India and her people, and concludes 
by sa\ ing he is trying to do his best to 
extend the kingdom of our L^rd Jesus 
Christ. 

In the early days of The Army'.s work 
in the Marathi country at a certain village 
a man was attracted to The Army when 
they opened lire there. He was ignorant 
and unable to read, but the Officer gave 
him a Marathi song book and taught him 
to sinf; out of it. He had a son. n little 
fellow of ten or twelve years, who way also 
taken in and eventually became reaJly con- 
verted and subscquetltly, after a struggle 
in his heart, he gave himself to Gnd and 
entered the Training Home. For over 
twenty years now he has been an Officer 
and is much loved and respected, l-'rom 
being an ignorant village boy, -SlalT- 
Caplain Tatyaba, as we now know him. 
has so far improved himself as to Ijr one 
of our leadins translators in the Miiruthi 
tongue, and naa been engaged in trans- 
lating some of our English literature into 
the vernacular. I heard him tell ihe 
story not long ago of how The Army 
came to his village, "I still have that 
song book they gave my father," \^r said, 
"and I think it is worth a hundred rupees." 
While we were stationed in Poona. the 
Staff-Captain also resided in that city and 
though he had his own special work to do, 
he often turned up to our Meetings and 
we valued his help. He lias passed 
through great trials, losing his wife and 
one or two children, but he does not 
complain and ig always the oame faithful, 
loyal fjalvarionist, whom we esteem very 
highly. 



AT THE CROSS ROADS of FATE I 




Being Some Striking Episodes in the Life of 
Commissioner Henry W. Mapp 



IN TMFl Rocky Mountains of Canada is a line that 
divides British Columbia from Alberta; the Canadian 
Pacific Railway crosses this line at a point called 
the Great Divide, Froni the heights flows a stream, 
the waters of which, by the formation of the mountain 
lidge. arc divided; one flowing west empties itself into 
the Columbia River and finally loses itself in (he 
Pacific Ocean The other part joins the Bear River, 
and Hows eastward, ultimately concluding its long 
journey by the shores of Hudson's Bay. 

A gust of wind may. therefore, determine whether 
a raindrop shall journey westward past orange groves 
and vineyards and finally be assimilated by the warm, 
sunlit waters of the Pacific Ocean, or whether it ahall 
be carried cast through anow-covercd prairies into 
the chilly waters of Hudson's Bay. 

Even so in the course of human existence there 
arise circumstances when the exercise of prayer, or a 
little will power in the direction of right doing, will be 
the determining factor as to whether a life shalj be 
aunny and fruitful, or cold, cheerless, and unsatisfying. 
Such circumstances as these have more than once 
arisen in the life of Commissioner Mapp. our greatly 
esteemed International Secretary at International 
Headquarters. We have heard him. both privately 
and publicly, give praise to Cod for those things '.vhich 
have influenced his career; but more, perhaps, for 
the readiness with which he has been enabled by the 
Holy Spirit to take advantage ol such influences. 

The Commissioner is so well known amongst 
Canadian Salvationists, that we really make apology 
for particularising as to the position he holds in The 
Army; but just to make our story the plainer, we will 
venture lo do this, 

A worthy representative 
To begin with, he has obtained almost the high- 
est riiiili |.Oi,sib!E in The Army nulside of the BU|)rcmc 
headship of the Organisation- the General, Then as 
International Secretary he is the intermediary between 
the General and the Chief of the Staff and the various 
Territories of The Army coming within his special 
rc3pon,siljiIily, to wit — the British Dominions and 
the United Slates, to say nothing of sundry smaller 
countries. In presence, personality, piety, platform 
ability and administrative skill, the Territorial Lead- 
ers feel that they have in this Inlernalionai Secretary 
a wnrllty rcprcBcntativc, 

Non-, right away m the early day.s of tlie liistory 
of The Army in the Indian Empire; in those times 
when li'nimnissioner Fakir Singh and his devoted 
piotlcer band were storming the citadels of ignorance 
and heathendom, to say nothing of the fortresses of 
oiriciahJ.im, Henry W, Mapp was a smart young lad 
in the i ily of Bombay. 

Kefn to all the postibilitics ol life as he .saw it; 
keen u> lake advantage of every one of them; and in- 
tern, with a laudable ambition, to rise to a position of 
induLncL- in the land which was the place nf his birth. 
All this is not to say that he did not view life as a 
ground lor pleasure in its most delightful form -life 
was to lie no grind for him, 

Cilted with all the splendor ol u virile youth; a 
takini; [iresence: a happy exterior; and ready wit, 
there ivtre plenty of avenues by which he could ad- 
vance- li, an early, easy manhood. And then he met 
The A, my. 

"^'i. will not stay to describe what it was that most 
attriictcd him — whether message or presentation of 
the .siiniu- but there was a call that came— that "gust" 
of winch we spoke in our preamble — and I Icnry W. 
Mapp .leliberately enrolled himself as a Christian, in 
fact iiH well as in name— and as a Soldier in the despised 
MukliLiuj And for years and years he has followed 
alonp ihc path which he chose so ihoughlfully in the 
9treni;rli ol his youth, and which beg"" 'h""^ night 
»i ih- Penitcp.t-rorir. of The Salvation Army, where 
he kruit in company with those of the governing r.icc 
of iliL great Empire, as well aa with those of llie fine 
Inrh.ii, ijcople. That in itself was no mean thing to do. 
The agony of a molher'a heart 

* ^ ',irry, my boy, don't do itl Don't do it!" 

Arifl the agony of a mother's heart vibrated in the 
wortl^i that, unbidden, burst from her lips, 

I J.irry was now a splendid young man. Seventeen 
years of age, tall, massive and Imiidaomc — a striking 
type o( the ruling race. 

But there appeared no pride of race as he stood 
before his mother whose accents of entreaty were 
like dagger thrusts in hig heart, 

I Ic was clad in the garb of the Indian, and wore 
Ihc saffron-hued dhoti and shoulder cloth, and red 
jacket of a Salvation Army OlTicer. After the manner 
of the natives, his feel were bare atid, duatyi and his 



head was shaven except for a small tuft on the crown, 
[ fis hair dark brown, luxuriant and wavy, had been 
his mother's joy, and his pride, but as was the custom 
in the early days of The Army in India, the razor of an 
Indian barber had passed over his head, leaving it 
practically as bald as a babe's. 

That morning Commissioner Sooth-Tucker had 
met him — then a Cadet in the Training College — and 
had straightway commissioned him as a Lieutenant 
and appointed him to -jommence Army operations in a 
locality two thousand ■ ^''^ i- ■- ay. so he had come to 
say good-bye to his mother, and it was this fact that 
led the mother to utter the words with which this 
narrative begins. 

He never saw her again 

But Harry's devotion to his Lord was proof against 
a mother's tears and her natural revolt at the parting. 
And with broken utterance he kissed her good-bye 
and started on the long toilsome journey under Indian 
native conditions. 

He never saw his mother again. 

But severe as was this trial, his consecration was 
to be more sorely tested yet. 

The tedious journey was over. For several days 
he had been cooped up in a railway compartment in. 




Indian heat among malodorous fellow travellers. He 
descended from the long train stiff with confinement, 
and saw it depart. The station hands turned out the 
lights and left the station. He went into the long, 
bare, concrete-floored dark waiting-room lo wail 
for the breaking of ihc day. It was then 2 a.m. 

1 le was a pioneer, so there was no one to meet 
him. or to care for liii.i. and !,o he sat in cheerless 
solitude. And as he sat in the darkness — darkness 
so dense that it seemed palpable — the adversary of 
souls fiercely attacked him. 

Two o'clock in the morning — that eerie hour when, 
as undertakers tell us. a greater number of people die 
thao at any other hour. 

Alone in a strange place 

2 a.m.— the lime when the soldier bnya say that 
Ihey always felt coldest in the trenches, most dispirited, 
and mosl wanted the war to be over. 

It was 2 a.m. when Lieutenant Harry Mapp, alone 
in a strantje place, in the dark, came to the parting 
of the ways, and had bis nreat fight with the devil, 

"What can you, a youth like you, do in this strange 
ploeeJ" whispered the tempter. "Better go home. 
Co home to your mother and get back your former 
commercial position- 'Vou can. you know. Your 
people have got influence, and you've got ability. 
Give up this life." 

The cold struck through his thin garb and he 
shivered— but he shivered not only through cold- 
there was a strange feeling around. Evil seemed to be 
present. In the darkness, the thick darkness before 
the dawn, there seemed to be the rustling of wings, 
the soft padding of bare feet; he sensed unseen ptescnea 
and fear got into his hcStt.'^,-- ,,„ , 

"Co home," <»>dTO5Wi?j?^-.% you ve gol enough 




-you can go back — buy a 



money to pay you 
ticket and go." 

Harry counted the money he had in his pockets 
by means of liis fingers. It was loo dark to see. but 
he knew, knew that he had sufficient money to go 
home. 

Then commenced a battle, such a battle as de- 
scribed by John I5unyan in his "Pilgrim's Progress." 
When Apollyon hurled his fiery darts at the pilgrim 
and brought him to his knees. For hours it lasted. 
The young Lieutenant was beaten to his knees, and 
then out of the gloom and the murk came another 
voice. It said: "Fear not, for I will go with thee." 
There also appeared an effulgence, a scattering of the 
gloom before his eyes, and a radiant form, the presence 
of his Lord appeared. Love, power, victory, were em- 
bodied in that Christ, and the young Lieutenant, over- 
come with love, and strong with fresh-given strength, 
said: "Jesus, with Thee I'll go through," Then, with 
an ineffable smile, the heavenly vision melted into the 
warmth and light of the breaking day The shadowy 
forms of evil also fled away. 

Henry Mapp had won his first great victory as an 
Officer. The die was cast, his bark took the course 
that would lead into fruitfulness, sunshine and peace — 
into the full ocean of God's love. 

It has been a matter of lifelong joy to him that he 
resisted the tempter in that hour of supreme trial. 
A -world tramp 
The years rolled on. Young Mapp had tramped 
the plains and hills of India and Ceylon in his Master's 
service, until his name had become a veritable hou.se- 
hold word amongst our comrades of the Flag over 
t'nerc; and then, one day, came the call to International 
I Icadqunitcia, 1 lere he was to serve close by the side 
of the Uaders of The Army, and to give of his knowl- 
edge and devotion in no unstinted manner. 

Thence, afterwards, from country to country he 
went. To Canada with its aggressive Salvationism 
and glorious traditions; to South America with an 
altogether different mentality and aspect of life; to 
Japan, where his urbanity and ready Salvationism 
found for him a distinct welcome; to Russia in the 
throes of revolutionary days; to France with its agony 
and aftermath of war and thence back again to the 
problems and responsibilities of International Head- 
quarters. 

Those same responsibilities called him bi 
the land and city of his birth — this time in co 
with our honored General, and wherever he w 
wore the uniform of the Indian Salvationist, one 
betokening his readiness to walk with his Lord ii 
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And one day, walking through those busy streets 
of that thrilhng gateway city, Bombay, he passed by 
an immense block of buildings now occupying the 
spot where formerly slocd the house of his spiritual 
birth — the spot whereon The Army had planted its 
flag in India. Courteously Seeking the neccsaary per- 
mission to enter the office where were busily engaged 
scores of clc-k3. writers, etr.., he arrived at the exact 
spot. Q3 near aa he could judge, where once was placed 
that Salvation Army Penitent-Form, and there, within 
the gaze and amidst the hushed silence of the throb- 
bing ofl.ce, he once more consecrated himsrlf t 
and The Army. 

He might have been 

And. say you, why recall these incidents? 
let us say plainly that a certain comradely admi 
has in part prompted us. but we also do so be 
the lesson which they must certainly present to some 
of our readers — maybe, to you who now read. 

What would have been the future of Henry Mapp 
had hi,s faith fail*rd Kim in the hour of fiery trial? It 
ia diffieult to say, 1 le might have become all the 
Iciiipiei aaij he woulu. I Ic tui^hl have utlaincd Lu 
honorable and lucrative positions, but it is very diffi- 
cult to sec how he could have attained to a position 
that would give to him the aame sphere of usefulncjts 
to his fellows as that which he occupies in The Army. 

We imagine, nay, we know that as he left those 
great offices that day of which we speak, there came lo 
him a sweeping feeling of gladness that after putting 
his hand to the ploug'h, he had not looked back, for it 
might not only have meant the abandonment of 
O^cership in The Army, but the abandonment ot 
much of thai which came to him on the night when he 
knelt at the Mercy-Scat. 

And we know that many a man of brilliant parts 
who has forsaken his Lord has made shipwreck of faith, 
a good conscience and his life. But by the goodness 
of Cod and. his own faith, the powers of Commissioner 
Mapp have teen preserved to The Army, — J.B» and J,'. 
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1N'l'lll-.rcli;n<.![-'.tiw;ir<l the Third of Fliml.vnd. in tlic.r ipru,r..nci- l! 

1, crowd ol lliL- cilizcTis ol London wore- sfon nets of violenco It v 

on iIh-.V w^- tp Old "^i Pi'ul'-- •»« ihfv A[!!;-!):- i'aul ■.■-■.!.-. ;:! 

Imrri,-.! ulong liic .u.rrow slrecls, .Mid colk-CK-J c.lv «-..s l\IU-d will, ronfusion.' bcc:.i..-=f iho^.i- 

»rouTid llu- doors o( th^- clhcdral, thcr loud who fL-arfd llu->- would loso lliL-.r i-.Ms st.rrjd 

VUILCS ^wld violiMlt ivclii.-!is. sKoWL'd lh;il llicv lip tlif iicopb lo opposo llic prculurig ol dir 

wcro riiBancd in un^rv debulc. Il was cvideiu sospi-L 

llml some iimjsuid r-vciil lu.d drawn llicm Iroiii ' ' 

llu-ir hon.i-s so c<uW on tliiil winters morn.ni. Ncarlv IwcIvl- moiuhs p.iss.-d ..way .,..<> 

■\ ..11^.^1 na.iu-d [ohn Wvclilfe. w.is .-iboiil to W v.lill,- on.c nwro fU-.od :r. llie ^..l.u■ I'i.i.L-, 

uppr.,; lo .inswn' iliurKi^s whirli Kad h;vn ..nd beloic llu- *,imc lodprs. Thrr.- wi,. .,c.„n .; 

hrousht .„;.unsl i.iin. As iht-v L..uht-ri-tl into prr.a rrowd ol p.-opU-; but llu-> w.-rc- not .!..-.. 

dosi.is llu- .lo-usi-d mr.vcl. drvslsed m ., Ion. crv, „ ont ..,-,.,os. bim. :.nd d.-inandrn^ I,.- 

bl..cl; rob.', wtlh „ sni:.l] round dp on his lu-,!d should be sent to prison :^io-.-c iht- [i.o.is pr.-i-.-: 

M.s loOB B"-v i----ild sp.t-ad ov.-r Kis br.-.ist w;,s List tiu-.i- ti,L-> li..d b.-tltr nndt'islood i.!.- 

Mc lo,.k.d i-.dio. .,s tboui;l. th.- ti.inidl ol the cb.i, ...-lei . ..nd h.id lc.irn«l lo v.iliu- Ins pro,.ch- 

p,-opl<- ..wok.- Ml hini no l,-.,r ['..ssinc ihroni;!, n.. I Ir w.is now known lo tlu-m .is ibc --^osp-.l 

;iu- th.on„. h. <-nt.-,„J „ ,sn,.dl ..n>-...iu ■.-b.UH-l dorloi - 



sidi-ri-d llu.l llic best way to oppose them would 
U- u; .vnlL- a book aijjinst tlicra; iind ii book wa.s 
,.rilii-n in which iic called ihcm •■pests of 
;;-:L;f!y. ei-.ernits of rchgion, and promoters ol 

AnLry .md annoyed at the cjiposure the monks 
.irid fri.irs ondr'avourcd to ^ci him sentenced by 
iht- judiiL-s, eilhc-r lo the dungeon or death. 
I iowi-ver. Iif con'inued to write nnr) prei'.rh 
m-Mi-i ihcm and with so much lubour und 
'.,•.','! ihal Ins health suHc-red. One day, lying on 
his btd. und. a.s il was ibousln. nigh to lib end. 
soMif n( ihe.-ic Iriars iniide Iheir w!iy into his bed- 
room Thtv rushed lo his couch, and began to 
uni.-.od him lor whiu he had done, and called 
on him lo L-Miirrss h.s sorrow before he died. 

f ,,r some l.mc ho heard ihcm in silence: 
iheo tiesirinff his servants lo raise him up, he 
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AGAINST the lowr-rnii! and Iro 
nilsht Imvc been seen, on ih 
long ago. not one cr„s.s hut ,h 
,.,„,s we <dl know. It « the Cross ol 
ie.us- -ives Ml. life-H Blood ior s.nn,-r> 
(o;Bive Ihetn, for .S.ey know not wh 
Is the greatest Irascdy iind Ore (■'''-■"''■ 
,;.orld has ever wilne.s.s.,d or will ev. 
love hull, no t""" ■'"'> '''," I ^ 
Koinans v. 7. 8. Tht;l cross has bee. 
the worlds attraction. 

And yet on either side were tv 
on these were enuclcd a drama ol 
.,nd « iragedy of haired and des, 
,riic.f,<-d 1-llm, .nd two olUers wi. 
side one, and Jesus m the mKisl d-u' 

,ls counlerpLn in our 1 hdls and eh. 
,Liy- -and ;"^^7,,;';7;;„^;;'-:^' -life c 
oTcrJ^'^oi 'hWK^^ess SMva. 
The cro.'.s on the leil. the cross of Ke 
on the nslu. the cros.s of Kcpenl..nc< 
Methlnks thai ihc niorkery ol ■ 

''"^ 'l:;Mi:n rirtPn^is":' 

'horn,s on His brow, [iul lli.i hp 
replv .Surelv ihal unrelienl iinl sinl 
...her saved in the lasl moin.-nt. re 
without God in the world and. as h. 
.,.-.- w-ilhoiil hop-' A losl son I 
,o;;:w;-t could even the Hon oi C^od 



■,ude'o( I lis ,™ul. i le wisUe:: 



iship 



his io. 



..uitiroaie cooil'.^'-' — ■ i' . , 

linaginc, therefore, llic joy wilh 
;;..mt. thief on the r;.htpray|n« 
when Thou comcsl inlo i liy Kms-d. 
as hRhlnins came the answer: \ eri 
„,dav .shall (hou be w.lh Me in 1 
afiernoon o( thai .s:td Good 1 r,d.,v 
mlo Ihc cheerless evenini;, and lh. 
suppose, into April dark niKlit. w'll 
(hsciples walchini! souu-where wht 
be .seen, and the Kom.-Yn soldiers sli 
.,„ns lor Ills clolhes roun.l llieir < 
ll;.ines of which threw a lorid hghl o. 
I tw.-,i. a strangely lull day for .!_ 
less niBlil He wa.s taken front t 
„.asmem hall to ihe cross: romt 
TO ihc Victors crown! And lor l 
i„isv dav, also Mornins. '" •' 
without "Chrisi; afternoon, on ih. 
,.v.-nhm, in Clit.,-,:; and i.s nishl ' 
upon ins hopeless. Clirlst-reiecln. 
Ihm in Paradi.se. But .Salval.on .s 

l!"n omslrlirs ibTtn Ml in'llie race I 

The Good Parson of 

iCan/inoci^./rtirn pt 

All books in those days were v< 
I.I ;hr art of prinlinc was then lU 
Ml books were made in wrilmE: 
md careful work, ll took .seve 
person to write a complete R.bU 
\\',.Vli(Te-. Bible wer^ en;,erly SO 
.vim could read. 

I3ul thouf-h a nobleman miHin 
read the Book, yet from w.anl o 

books bl-iro Scrre „nd CO-SlK'. H' 

fe.v people who could posse,s.s I lie 
some of tlic nobles and pentry i 
names; and not many of the com 
lo read Pcrbnpii not more thar 
or villaac was learned enough to 

1 1 was at such a lime .h.il W 
.n the darknca-i; and. hkc the .^Ij 
ihc fields ot Bethlehem, lie guid 
.Saviour. The numerous books 
abroad in the same manner as I 
al.^o prepared many sermon?, an 
which are still preserved, we lean 
which he taucht the people 

The good parson wafi niucl 
parish; and many came from lb 
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: way to oppose them would 
juinst tlietn; and a book was 
ne called them ''peacg of 
religion, and promoters of 

KJ at the exposure the monks 
ed to get him sentenced by 
to the dungeon or death, 
lued to write and preach 
with so much labour and 
luflered. One day. lying on 
13 thought, nigh to his end, 
nadetheir way into hia bed- 
to his couch, and began to 
II he had done, and calfed 
sorrow before he died. 
he heard them in silence; 
rvants to raise him up, he 
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die. but live, and ihall 
deeds of the friars.* 
they fled in haste from 



^crcd, he retired to the 
shire of which he was 
narket town of Lojtter- 
cd on his great work. 

B]ble into the English 
! spoken. To givr the 
pie was the best way of 
^t the friars. He koew 

sreat gift to the whole 
n. jho'j[d not his coun- 
l-.e diligently set about 

icult work for one man 
Mid lovt carried him 
ir he saw the fruits of 
pa^ and then another 
Eth. in the year I3B0. 
r Tescamcnt was txa&s- 
npfcted in its English 
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'k6 Three Crosses— Which? 

We might give a name to each: 

Rejection — Salvation — Repentance 

By ;COMMISSIONER W. ELWIN OLIPHANT, B.A; O.B.E. 




AGAINST the lowering and troubled April sky 
might have been seen, on that Good Friday 
long ago, not one cross, but three. Tiie centre 
cross we qII know, it is the Cross of the Aionuiiicnt 
Jesus gives His life's Blond fnr slnner.s, .■.aying. "Father 
forgive them, for they know not what they do." It 
is the grestest tragedy and the greatest love-story thi> 
world has ever witnessed or will ever see. "Greater 
love hath no man than this."— See John xv. 13; 
Romans v. 7. 8. That cross has become die centre of 
the world's attraction. 

Anti yet on either side were two other crosses; 
on these were enacted a drama of hope and mercy 
and n tragedy of hatred and despair. "And they 
crucified Him, and tv/o others with Him. on cither 
.side one, and Jesus in the midst" (Luke xxiii. 34. 43). 

Wliat a picture! An analogy of life? .And il tin'. 
its counterpart in our Halls and churches everj^ Sun- 
day — and in our hearts every day. Wc might give a 
name to those three crosses. The cross in the midst, 
the Cross of Forgiveness — Salvation — Retlemphon. 
The cross on the left, the cross of Rejection. The cross 
on the right, the cross of Repentance. 

Methinks that the mockery of the malefactor on 
the left of Jesus must have pierced the .lacred heart 
even more than the cruel nails in His feel jnd the 
thorns on His brow. But His lip.': said nolhing in 
reply. Surely that unrepentant sinner, as ]^e Qaw the 
oilier saved in the last moment, realized that hf was; 
without Cod in the world and, as he sank to death, lie 
was without hope! A lo»l soul, in Elernity. What 
answer could even the Son of God give to the sinner 
who rejected the mercy llr,- utlirr Look with hull, hanj.-i? 

But in nothing durs [lii: splendid couiuv!'^ t^l tfic 
Saviour come out rnort: clearly tljan that, in the soli- 
tude of His soul. I le wishes tu gain a soul and to have 
legitimate companionship in his journey to Paradise! 
Imagine, therefore, the joy with which He heard the 
dying thief on the right praying. "Lord, remember me 
when Thou comest into Thy Kingdom." And .ts t]uick 
iiB lightning came the answer: "Verily 1 say 'into ihec. 
today sKalt thou be with Me in Paradise." So lh<- 
afternoon of that sad Good Friday long ago changed 
into the cheerless evening, and the evening, wc may 
suppo.*ie. into April dark night, with only a few timid 
disciples watching somewhere where they could nol 
be seen, and the Roman soldiers slumbering or tossing 
coins for 1 lis clothes round their camp fire, the fitful 
(lames of which threw a lu rid light on the three scaffolds. 

It was a strangely full day for Jesus. After a sleep- 
less night He was taken from the garden and the 
judgment hall to the cross; from the scaffold lie went 
to the victor's crown! And for the "dying thief" a 
husy day, also. Morning, in a condemned prison 
without Christ; afternoon, on the cross with Jesus; 
evening, in Christ; and as night descends like doom 
upon his hopeless, Christ-rejecting companion, with 
I llm in Paradise. But Salvation is of the Lord, and if 
time, and sin. yea. and damnation, run swiftly. Salva- 
tinn outstrips them all in the race for a repentant soul. 
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other 



> "the dying thief rejoiced to see that Fountain 
day." and became the first fruits of myriads of 
s who have since found courage to make of that 
in the centre the '^Fountain opened . . ..for sin 
incleanneB.s," 

Hope For You 
nd yet there are those who say that conversion 
ong process: it can only be gradual: it must take 
The hest answer is the malefactor who was 
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nd thief into a suul fit for 
But you must do 



made from a murde 
Heaven all In a day— in a momei 
Reader, there is hope for yo 
as the malefactor did. 

1. You must act quickly, seizing the opportunity 
without hesitation. "Now is the Day of Salvation." 

2. Leave your sins now; cry for pardon and mercy 
now — "Remember me when Thou comest into Thy 

3. And accept without doubt that the sins of years 
are all washed away: ruhbcd off the slate. Would 
that not be like paradise for your guilty souP 

All that can happen to you today, now. before you 
sleep! And your Good Friday will be changed into 
an Eustcr morn of thanksgiving. 



A Picture of Nature 

Good Friday, Easter. Resurrection! What a world 
of meaning there is in" these words! From deepest 
gloom to radiant sunshine and glorious life! 

The thoughts behind the great words have been 
taken by a providential God and have been embodied 
in the recurrent seasons. Thsy are written in charac- 
ters of nature that all may read them. Golgotha is a 
picture of nature — of the life of the world. If one 
did not know one would doubt that out of those bleak 
days of winter and from the cold, frost-bound earth 
would come the zephyr wind of summer days and the 
good smell of the brown earth, with the promise ol 
verdure and golden fruitfulness of harvest — but it is 
so. It is a parable of nature as the cross is a parable 

1 sec a vision of ihe purpose of Cud, and the myuLcry 
and gloom of Good Friday changes and glows into 
glorious, resplendent light and glory. 

The world is sinking to blacker night; not a ray 
penetrates the gloom. A hand — the hand of Divine 
justice — is reached forth; in the hand are a pair ol 
scales. The one scale holds a cowering world — doomed 
and sinking cvorjowcr to death, and Hell, and Eternity. 

In that scale are you and I. Wc are all included 
Above the gloom I see the glory that was Christ's 
before the foundation of the world. Angels and princi- 
palities and powers surround Him. and seraphs en- 
deavour to rirevenl Him taking that awful step from 
ihe Throne io ihe scale of Humanity, 

But the Son ol God. obedient to the Divine mind, 
v.aves oil aside, and. gathering His fiingly robes in hi= 
liiinds. slejis iiilii the eiiipLy scale. Willi a look of 
wonder the onlookers of 1 leaven saw I lis birth into the 
circle ot liumanily; saw those thirty years of patient 
training, and those three lust years of toil, love, and 
final crucifixion. With vnileH faces they witnessed 
1 lis heroism and agony on the cross. He sank to death. 
I le cried. "It is finlBlled!" "lie descended into Hell." 

The lower the Son of God sank, the higher tht 
other scale rose, and at that supreme moment ol 
sacrifice, when He cried. "It Is (inishedl" Divine 
justice was satlsricd. humanity was caught in the 
Father's embrace of reconciliation. Sin was atoned for 
and the world saved! 

That is a parable, an earthly story with a heavenly 
meaning. It Is the history o! the meaning of the 
greatest love-story in the world But who can doubt 
that the truth is greater than the picture — -a truth that 
has changed the face of the world? 

It is the story of those crosses — the cross of Rejec- 
tion and the Cross of Mercy and the central Cross of 
Salvation through the Blood of the Atonement. 

Will you finally yield and. falling down humiliated 
and conquered by so great a love, embrace the Cross 
and find in your arms the living, pardoning Christ 
and be with Him today in Paradise? You will? Then 
what an Easter will be yours! 
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The Good Parson of Lutterworth 

(Continual JTom page 8) 

All books In those days were very scarce ond costly. 
lor the art of printing was then not known. Copies of 
all books were mode in writing; and thip was a alow 
and careful work, it took several months for one 
person to write a complete Bible. Written copies oF 
Wyclifle's Bible wtre eagerly Bought after by those 
who cnuld read. 

But though a nobleman might be found who could 
rend the Book, yet from wont of learning, as well OS 
honks being worre and costly, there were only a very 
few people who could posscRS the Word of God_. Even 
some of the nobles and gentry could not write their 
names: and not many of the common people were able 
IO read. Perhaps not more thon one in a small town 
or village was learned enough to read or write. 

It was at sueh a time that Wycllffe arose OS o light 
In the darkncBs; and, like the star that appeared over 
the fields of Bethlehem, he guided many souls to the 
Saviour. The nunnerous books he wrote were spread 
abroad in the aame manner as his written Bible. He 
also prepared many sermons, and from some of tncsc 
which are still preserved, we learn what were the truths 
which he taught the people. 

The good parson was much beloved in his own 
pariah; and many tame from the villages around that 



they might hear the gospel from his own Iip.i, He was 
uflcn .seen, -rfith a portion of his v.rittcn Bible under 
his arm. and staff In hand, visiting from house to house. 
The mansions of ihe gentry, the dwellings of the 
farmers, ond the cottages of the field-labourers, were 
favored alike with his pastoral visits. Thus he lived, 
ready to teach, and comfort and pray for all at all times. 
Continual labour at length broke down his health. 
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anb if cnmc to paaa, lliiii. as tijc people 
prtBBfb upon Sjiin Io tjcnr lljt tuorb of ^ob, 
JItBUB Bloob ti.t' tht late ot iBcnntBOnrct. • 

£)nb BatD llDO BIjtpB Blanbinu bt> tl)c inbc: 
bul lf)c tisljcrnicn liitrt none out of lljem. 
anb tiiere toasljinn their nctB. 

lanb Vfc entcrcb iiilo one of lljc Sljips. 
bibici) tuas Sifinon'B. anb prapeb bim tbit 
f)e bioulb tfjruBt out a littlt from tfit innb. 
£Inb JDe ^nl boluii, anb tauabi lEje people 
out of lf)t BijipB, — Luke V.: 1-3. 



One day. when in the church at Lutterworth, he was 
seized with a fatal attack of disease, and sank to the 
ground. Me was carried Into his house, where he lay 
In o speechless state for two days, and then died. 
But though he was removed, he left behind him many 
disciples, who carried on the good work which he had so 
well begun 

From village to village and town to town these 
men went; with all the enthusiasm of their great master. 
They carried the truth over the seas into almost every 
country In Europe, and thousands of niillds were 
awakened: thousands of souls entered into the liberty 
of the gospel. Our picture illustrates one of these men — 
Lollards they were called— reading from the Bible, 
and then expounding the truths of it to the a.ssemblcd 
villagers. In what a glorious succession does the 
open-air Salvationist follow I 



WyclilTe's enemies could not prevail against him 
while he lived, but they showed their hatred of hi? 
name and doctrine after his death. When his remains 
had Iain in the grave for forty-one years, they were 
dug up and burned, and the ashes cast into the tittle 
river Swift, which flows by the town where he laboured. 
Thence, as the old writer says, they passed into the 
great river Severn, and into the narrow seas, and ut 
last into the wide ocean, and thua became the emblem 
of the truth which should flow from the little tqwn 
over England, and then over the whole Vforld. — E.H,J . 




THE RETURN OF THE BUFl 

"The sentiment that stepped trlfo rescue a dying race 
one of the wisest moves mada has ever made. 



By lloydIroberts 






THE title of this article is more than a 
figure of speech. Its subject, the 
bison, or buffalo, perilously close to 
extermination forty years ago. is now in- 
creasing so rapidly as to become an em- 
barrassment to the government that rescued 
it from the fate of the dodo and the pas- 
senger pigeon. Twice there have been 
killings during the last four years, and now 
there will be a third, which will reduce the 
herd in Buffalo National Park by a thousand 
and still leave nearly 7,000 animals. 

riie history of the fall and rise of the 
buffalo is the history in large part of the 
Indian war.";, of the trek of the covere'l 
wagons, of lh>' srUh-mnnr of half a con- 
tinent, of man's stupidity and greed, of his 
foresight and undeserved good-fortune. That 
this history was not closed with the fall, 
when Fate was about to scrawl I'inis, is due 
entirely to the Canadian Government, which 
took up the pen where the United States 
had dropped it. It is fascinating reading, 
A Great Store of Cattle 

How many buffalo there were away back 
in 1530, when Alvar Nunez Cabeza, a 
Spaiiisli explorer, was ship-wrecised near 
the mouth of the Mississippi and discovered 
them in the course of his wanderings through 
Texas: or nearly a hundred years later when 
Samuel ArgoU, an English navigator, found 
"a great store of cattle as big as kine ' near 
the head of the Potomac, it would be profit- 
less to guess. t^ven up to fifty years ago 
they were scattered over the central portion 
of the United States and Canada in literally 
countless numbers. 

Unlike any other quadrupeds that have 
ever lived, says W. F. Hornaday, they 



review." and even more difficult were they to 
stop, as caravans, boats and even railway 
trains tound to their cost. Letters and 
chronicles of the pioneers of the sevor- 
ties and eighties are filled with such 
passages as the following from the pen of 
William Blachmorc: "In the autumn of 
1868. whilst crossing the plains of the 
Kansas Pacific Railroad for a distance of 
upwards of twenty miles, between Ellsworth 
and Sheridan, we passed through an almost 
unbroken herd of buffalo. The plains were 
blackened with tiiem. and more than once 
the train had to st"p to allow unusually 
large herds to puss. In 1872. whilst on a 
scout for about a hundred miles south of 
Fort Dcd'^E to the Indian Territory, wc 
were never out of sight of buffalo." Colonel 
R. I. Dodge gives a graphic description of 
a great herd tlirough which he passed while 
driving from Old Fort Zaru to ^ort Larned 
in Arkansas In 1871. This herd was not 
le.ss than 25 miles wide and 50 miles deep, 
and it took five days in passing a given 
point. Viewed from an eminence the whole 
vast space appeared to be one slow-moving 
compact mass, -.vhich. completely c.ovrnd 
the ground, drifting across the plain like 
a dark irregular cloud. It was estimated 
to comprise 4,000.000 buffalo, and thi.s was 
only one of many such herds. No wonder 
they were spoken of as inexhaustible at 
least so far as the west was concerned. 
Flad not the red man from time immemorial, 
the white man for generations, been dining, 
clothing and sheltering od the buffalo with- 
out a sign of diminution in their numbers? 
Were they not as inevitable as the sunrise 
and the grass? But suddenly they were gone! 



The building of railroads through tlnir do- 
mains, the invention of the deadly breech- 
loading rifJcs, the greed and ingenuity ol man 
In taking advantage of the rifle and of every 
known trick in his zeal for slaughter, sutcocd- 
cd at last in wiping them off the prairie. It 
was mass hunting in particular that did it. 
ke that organized annually in Manitoba for 
their winter's provisioning. The first o( ihtse 
large-scale hunts occurred in 1820. with 
540 cnrts —carts put together without ;i nail, 
with tires of stretched buffalo skin and a 
squeak which could be heard a mile off. 
Such a noisy and imposing affair would have 
been enough to frighten away any animal hut 
a bulTaio. Unfortunately he was afraid o( 
nothing, not even a locomotive, and so died 
in. his tracks. The annua! hunt from Red 
River increased in size. In 1825 there were 
680 carts, with settlers, Indians and hreed.s; 
in 1850 there were 820, and by 1840 there 
were more than ! ,iOO, and ;in arm>". i^ay.-^ 
Hornaday. "greater than that with wliicli 
Cortcz .subdued an empire," l^y 1846 It 
was necessary to divide the hunt into two 
divisions, one going west by the .'X.sslnihoinc 
and the other south to Pembina. T he.se 
liunt.s were conducted under almost military 
discipline, with an elected leader and .sub- 
ordinate captains and policemen, and woe 
to the man who broke the Inw.s. 1 he- 
slaughter was prodigious. A similar con- 
ullian of affairs existed south ot the border. 
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When Bison literally blaclicncd iht prairies, somclimcs 4 million lo a herd 



Three Thousand Kills in One Season 
A good hunter could kill one to three thou- 
.sand animals In a season, and there was an 
army of him pumping in bullets from long 
range as long as there was a target. Robes 
provided the main incentive. At a dollar 
apiece there was little profit, but as the 
demand increased and put up the |)rice 
to three and four dollars, the business he- 
came a lucrative one. Indians would luind 
over a robe for a drink of rum. and in so 
doing gain a greater in- 
centive tor trade, liut 
why go further into 
the tragic story? I he 
inevitable happened. 
In 1875 the buffalo 
were still numenms. 
In 1680 they were 
rapidly disappe.ning. 
By !885 they '.vere 
gone. Outside ol :i 
small herd that had 
wandered north into 
the inaeeessiblec coun- 
try around Grtal 
Slave Lake there »v;i'; 
probably not one wild 
buffalo left on thi 
whole of the North 
American continent! 
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So much lor man's stupidity and greed, 
ow we will see how his good-fortune and 
Iresight arc slowly making amends. About 
73 James McKay, of Manitoba, collected 
few young buffalo, which later he sold, 
me to Colonel IJedson, of Stony IVIoun- 
n penitentiary, and some to Sir Donald 
th, later Lord Strathcona. The former 
re eventually sold to Buffalo Jones of 
iha, while the latter were presented to 
Dominion Government and put on ex- 
lition in the national park at Banff. But 
__ most important agent of destiny in this 
Bama was a Pend d Oreille Indian named 
liaJking Coyote, who had left the Flathead 
ftititry to seek good hunting in what i.s 
Mw northern Montana, taking his wife 

f^^h him. Contrary to the moral code of 
tribe he took unto himself a second wife 
m the Blackfect. and when she deserted 
d he would tain return to his own 
pie lie felt that he must sppca;ic tlieir 
with n gift. 

The Nucleus Herd 

Tossing the Milk River, probably in 
at is now Southern Alberta, he round- 
up live young buffalo and led them 
e as a peace-offering. The gift was 
eptcd, fortunately, and placed in the 
e of the lathers of the St. Ignatius mis- 
n. In 1884. after multiplyinc to thirteen, 
ly wereboiipjht by C. A. Allard and Michel 
jtlo (a .Mexican half-breed), who were 
hing on the reservation and thought 
t it might prove a wise speculation. A 
years lakr they added the remnant ol 
ffalo Jonts' herd to their.'i, thus infusing 
V blood into the stock. When Allard 
jd in I8')() the herd had grown to over 
P nead. Hi.s estate disposed of his share 
[collector.'; about the country, but Pablo's 
td continued to roam the Montana plains 
p and unmolested for another ten years, 
I until the United States Government 
ided to throw open 
Flath ■ 
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sblos range was 
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U^e blood buffalo. 
''7, Wilfrid Laurier 
the opportunity 
alacrity, and 
aie-ned a con- 



tract whereby he 
afjrccd to deliver 
.350 animals at $250 
per head. After- 
wards he had the 
contract altered to read "the entire herd " 

a shrewd move, as he was eventually 
able to send across the border over 700 
head, 

7 he rounding up of the buffalo by Pablo 
and scvent.v-fivc cowboys was a long and 
exciting task, occupying all their time and 
ingenuity for the space of three seasons, 
and even then nearly a hundred evaded 
capture and were abandoned to their fate. 
They resisted strenuously and ferociously the 
indignity of being roped, breaking through 
the cordon chat sought to hem them in and 
bowling horse.s over like teti|>iTiK. In the 
corrals at Ravalli, v.h.ere they v/ere loaded 
on ,t:,^ecial trains tor Canada, they charged 
the massive timbers that barred them from 
freedom, and many had to be entrained with 
the aid of block and tackle. Fifty-two hours 
of trai'el, and these strange immigrants had 
arrived at their new home near Wainwright, 
Alberta. 

New and Marvellous Pasturage 

A stout ianeway had been built from 
the track to the park, a mile distant, and 
the cowboys were prepared for further 
trouble. The fir.st to disembark Avas a 
maje,stic bull. Cliarging down the gang- 
plank he hurled himself in fury against the 
fence, then wheeled, pawed up the soil, 
prepared to fight to the finish. Suddenly 
his dilated nostrils seemed to catch the 
scent of new and marvellous pasturage. 
His rage fell from him like a garment. He 
turned, strode up the lane toward the park, 
and behind followed the entire herd, docile 
as sheep. An hour later it seemed as though 



they had never been away from the meadows, 
trails and wallows of their ancestors. 

Nearly twenty years have passed since 
then and the inhabitants of Buffalo National 
Park have increased from 716 to 8.000. in 
addition to as many again that have been 
killed Or deported. For the park is only 
197 square miles in area, providing suitable 
accommodation for a limited number, and 
the disposal of the annual increase has be- 
come an annual problem. Twice animals 
have been slaughtered, and tivice herds 
totalling around 4,000 have been trans- 
porti:d north by rail and scow to Wood 
Buffalo Park, near Great Slave Lake, to 
join the wild herd that long ago bioke away 
from their plains kindred. But it is esti- 
mated that another 1,800 calves will be 
born in the spring, and so anoliier killing 
is planned for the winter. Unless the gov- 
ernment is prepared to enter permanently 
into the meat packing business, it will have 
to find nCAv pastures for its charges. If 
events show tliat they will thrive in more 
northern latitudes tlien they might eventual- 
ly bear as important a part in the develop- 
ment of the north as they did of the west, 
and the sentiment that stepped in to rescue 
a dying race prove one of the wisest moves 
Canada has ever made. The buffalo has 
come back to stayl 
-♦-«( i:+f 

( fVe are indebted to the Proprietors of 
"Forest and Outdoors" Jor permission to 
reprint this article, and also Jor the use of 
the interesting illustrations a courtesy which 
toe very graicjully acl^noutledge. ■- Ed, ) 
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By THE EDITOR 

STRY TO IMAGINE what a difference it ma^M to Poectlu Town-shaU wesay~ic have The At my in ,h 
" midsl. You. who rcaJlhc^c linos, jusl (r.v h realise wh^l it wcM mean to you personally ./ The Arm:, 
were suddenly withdrawn Jrom your own .mall ozbil. and you ..^crc to find yourself In a world where Th, Salvu 
lion Armi) did nol cxisl! j, • r 

We are not thinking about those of us to whom it is our «crf, life-hone o om- bone flesh of our flash tul 
of those to whom il is as a pair of shoulders, so to speak, on which can te rolled am, odd responslblhly or pa- 
plexity A sort of kindly neighbour wham one can call in far an emergency. That is what we mean. 

Now we happen lo know a little of this splendid Dominion: somelhins of its jays and delights, and not a 
little of its woes and sorrows. It is with no intent of besmirching its fair fame Ihal we c 
tohich fallow this preamble, hut we do ^nou) Ihal sin and evil have a strong hold """"re, 
of wrong would not be sorrv if Ihc restraining influences of The Army ceased to exist. 

And most curiously, the tales which we shall relate are so closely paralleled by certain "'jl-c-unlry incid.nl, 
which we haoe recenth read, that we lay aursehes open to a choree of flagrarrt plagiarism, but for the fad ll,i:l 
Sin is Sin all Ihe world over, and that the consequences of sin run vary much in the same grooee wherever //.li, 
may appear. But to our story-lelling! 



selling down the iforj l i 
nlry. and thai Ihejcrcc^ 
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FE will tliink. first of all. of a lovely little 
Western valley town, sheltering under the 
eternal hills, nestling by the shores of a lake 
enchanting in its loveliness, and almost eternal in the 
beauty of its atLracLlun. A spot sutli as God I Ijinst;lF 
might have chosen for the home of our fir.<it parents, 
and yet a town wherein arc poverty and sin as dire and 
as evil as any that are likely to be found in one of the 
^eat eities — East or West. 

Not far from where the Officers of The Army live, 
and in the very street in which is located our lillle Hall, 
are some tumble-down shacks, relics of the first "rush- 
days," and places which the city council has again and 
again considered for condemnation — but you know 
what councils are! 

One wonders why there should be no other place 
for play for the children of those shacks than the 
street; a new land, with spaces to give away: but the 
street is the nnly playground in this locnlity! A busy 
street too. and full of rushing motors and heavy traffic. 
One day The Army Lieutenant passed along the street 
on some small duty intent, and stayed just long enough 
to note the danger of the playground, and to speak a 
warning word to the laughing children. The acquain- 
tance thus started ripened until those same youngsters 
were invited to The Army Sunday afternoon Meetings 
— indeed to any and all of our bright sing-songs, and 
the like. One of this little crowd, a bright, laughing 
wee girlie, aged we believe, about seven. 

The Army choruses were her constant song, and 
chirruping them all through the long summer days, 
she continued her play on the street. One evening, a 
rushing auto, a careless and inconsiderate driver, and 
the little form was writhing and screaming in the road- 
vjay, while a cloud of dust was all that could be'seen 
of those who have so recklessly driven by. 

Out from the Quarters ran the self-sarne Lieutenant, 
and gathering up the poor little oi]d in her strong, 
capable and not uncertain arms, she carried her into 
the house, whence, after giving her some alight atten- 
tion, and carefully wrapping the writhing form in some 
covering, she hurried off to the little local hospital. 

Where was the mother? Oh, she was off on some 
shopping, house-keeping errand, and not to be found. 
Who was to stay — why, who but The Army Officer? 
So while they attended to the little yoiingnter, and she 
moaned andcried for her mother, the young Lieutenant 
stayed by, soothing her, and gently — at laot — sciiJiiii! 
her uff into the slumber which went a long way to 
restore her frightened nerves, and ease the bruised 
little body. 

Only a casual story, you say! Why anybody could 
hove done that. Yea, maybe, but when the mother 
returned to her little shack, and heard the story of 
the accident, and ran frantically to the hospital, who 
met her but the self-some Officer, and accompanied 
her back to the little hovel, and there prayed with her, 
nnd after weefca of sisterly kindness and friendship 
brought her to the Saviour and The Army. 

And I ask you, as sorrow is sorrow all the world 
over, and kt'"^""' " kindness, and The Army is The 
Army, do you think that little Mrs. Jackson and her 
girlie would like to be altogether without The Army? 
What do you eay ? 



And now 1 shift my scene, but not my 
parallel. 1 am thinking now of a Prairie City; 
not by any monner of moans a poverty town, 
for it ranks itself high in these Western lands; 
it is justly proud of its public utilities, and of 
Its social weal. Surely no need for the restrain- 
ing influences of The Army here? Wait u bit. 
"Something for nothing" is an old time 
ottraction, but as many have proved, it is a 
will o' the wisp, as elusive as clusivcncss itself. 
Mrs. Batters had proved that. The constant 
struggle to make both ends meet on the little 
money which her husband could bring to licr. 
and the knowledge that in the apartment across 
the way there was a neighbor corning easy 
money by illicit drink soiling, were a con.<itant 
temptation to her. One dny there came a man 
who chaffed her about her struggles, and spoke 
glowingly about those other opportunities, and 
so Mrs. Bolters succumbed— whether that was the 
extent of her succumbing we cannot say; it docs not 
really concern our story. 

Rows, (iglils, almo.st murdnr enanoH. 1 Icr hii.'ilinntl. 
still desperately in love -.vlth her. re.-;cnted the influence 
of the other man. and became increasingly suspicious 
of the various articles of luxury which were constantly 
appearing in the a:.jrtment. and which he know could 
not be purchcip-^d ""( "f bin rnrngrc rnntribiilir.ns Me 
seemed to feci that his wife's affections were tending in 
another direction, and at length in his desperation 
sought the advice ol an Army Officer. 

Not to make our story too long: Mrs, Batters was 
one day greatly surprised to find an Army Officer 
calling on her. and almost before she realised the 
situation, she had come under the restraining influence 
of The Army. A gallant resolve to cut loose from the 
illicit trading and companionship was registered, and 
for a time peace rcisncd in the houcchold. Then one 
day an outbreak occurred. Down in the street below 
she met her former competitor, and some taunting 
remarks were hurled at her. 

Mrs, Batters had not reached that slate ol grace 
when she could "give the soft answer," and almost 
before one could say "knife," a row was in progress, 
and the whole street engrossed in the quarrel. Hearing 
the shouts, the Army Captain, who was then engaged 
in some household duties in her little Quarters close 
by rushed out and to her dismay saw her prospective 
convert n the throes of a ha r pull ng strus^glc 



of on hour. ago. the friendship was renewed. ,int 
Batters realls' found that which was to be titr 
tower in the doys of sorrow ahead. 

And sorrow was coming quickly, for a feu 
ofter. Batters met his death in connection wi 
work at the railroad yards, and gloom settled in. 
little household. Gloom made all the more re li li 
o( the mother's anxieties about liLr o«n coniiilii 
the worry on account ol her eldest girl Gl i J 
fifteen years; ol age, and she li id bc^un dLckiii 
self up as some of the other girl in li' r store m 
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In her severest manner the Captain called out. 
"Mrs. Batters, I'm ashamed of you, go upstairs ot 
once," and almost as meekly as a lamb Mrs. Batters 
did OS she was told. Nevermore will the Captain 
speak to her, nevermore will she have the joy of that 
kindly, womanly friendship which has become such a 
gladness in lier desolate life. Suddenly, a knock at 
the door, and there stood the Captain, speaking an 
invitation to come down and have a cup of tea. Almost 
in a daze, the poor woman followed, and in the dean 
little room of ttie Quarters, she raw a "regular Ejiglish 
tea" set out. Actually "cut bread and butter," and 
over that meal with Bcareely any reference to the riot 



the habit of doing: sliindini; 

about on the streets at ni^lil 
and attending shows in ratlier Hues- 
able young company. 
Thought Mrs. Batters, the Captain hod helped 
her in her own troubles, could she help again now? 
Certainly she could, and to the rescue of Gliidys ciiine 
the Captain: nor so olrl rh:it phe could not bf- vt>unE 
with thin precocious young lady, and not so siiuijlc 
that she could not be subtle in the invitation to ihp 
Quarters. Then the natural sequence— the invilii- 
tion to Christ, a call speedily responded to. 

Now, if you had read the old-country story to whicli 
1 referred in the beginning, you would think - certuinly 
you would— that 1 had deliberately adapted my yarn; 
but 1 have not. I only say once more— thai sin is 
sin. and thot grace is grace, and that The Arm.u l^ 
The Army all the world over. And I ask the qucslioti: 
do you think Mrs. Batters would wish to do willicul 
The Army? 

Just one other story, and 1 have done. Ont coulJ 
say this is the veriest of parallels, only I keep foractlitiK 
you may not have read the other stories which are also 
in my mind as I write. However, that docs not grcally 
matter, although 1 have the greatest job not to retain 
the old-country setting, so strangely olike are the l"u 
tales. 

Do you know, when 1 first heard ol Caniida. 1 
thought of it as a lond of wide spaces, sweet homes, 
ample gardens, wide streets — and no poverty, since 
I came here I have seen all thot and more. 1 have 
seen the mountains, and the lakes, and the miclity 
rolling rivers, and the wide plains — and the cliarminB 
homesteads set a=ros= this land like so many h.^iirons 
of prosperity and God's goodness. _ And 1 have seen 
slums, a'nacks not fit for human ha'DJtation; 1 ii'ivi; 
seen poverty; I have heard tales of sin whicli really 
make one shudder: and I have said to myselt again 
that the devil goes to and fro on the earth devouring 
whom he will. Oh. Canada! God made thee i. land 
of fairest beauty; ohali He not keep thee so! 



Another little Prairie town. When first I 
there 1 got off the train at ten in the morning; 1 1 
was glistening like a fairy mantle over it. Tli 
elevator that day seemed a monument of sp. 
delight OS the sun caught its frosty covering, 
ncss and peace seemed to reign over all; scat 
soul was on ita streets, and surely there was ni 
for The Army viith its fight against sin — no .ii 
no poverty here. 

But I oee now the little aliack to which m\ 
(Continued on page 22) 



It very 
ukling 
(juict- 
celv a 



-^ ^,j.-^"-~=* --^ 



-»'3rS^-.-'-_Sg_ _ 



April 7. 1928 



g)(ant) fast tE)crc= 
fore in tSje liticttp 
Uiljerebaitl) C&ttst 
JjaJl) malte us Ivtt. 
anDftenotcntanglelj 
again toitt) ftjc poUe 
af bondage . 

^Galalians V. I. 



IS IT NOT wonderful, my cor 
thot immediately one t 
about emoneipalion iron 
: up before us the figu 



re of Or 
did more than anybody else to brins 
[hut great freedom? Our Saviour 
Christ! More than that. He also 
lo us emancipation from sin — the c 
of all slaveries. And is it not trl 
Christianity has been the great \ 
the abolishment of slavery in the 
ihoEC who truly followed in His fo 
could not rest while such a blot la 
I fis creation. 

Only quite recently, our paper 
announced that in Sierra Leone, 
souls, formerly held in slavery, 
Kaincd their freedom by action 
British Government. What joy th 
mean for them, for liberty is sweet 

1 remember hearing of one of ou 
comrades. Staff-Captain Jacobs. 
West Indies, tell how he stood iii 
willi uncovered head before the si 
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iionor to that great man, for li 
(allicr ond grandfather hod bot 
.lave..;, and by the labour.s of 
lorce ond others, had been ret 
I Ic lold how on the night of the e 
ol llicir freedom, the slaves ol hi.s 
neighbourhood dug a great groi 
buried therein all tiie implements 
torture, and covered the grave v 
Union Jack, and sang around it. 
God from Whom oil blessings floi 
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dom. 

Tlie late Bishop Hawkins. 1 
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in tlic Dominion. He composed 
called the Colored Man's f 
Anthem, the chorus of which 
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Don't you weep for me 
I'se off to Canada 
Where colored men are 

During a period of fifty yeii 
c^liiiiiiled that an average ol 
iiundrcd slaves per year esca 
Ciiniida, many of them coming I 
was known ITS the Dudeigioun 
rnati This was largely financed 
Ann-Slavery Society. There is 
large liouse standing in Amhei 
ivhirli was one of the stations on t 
il 1^ now over two-hundred-i 
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iJc jay — to have The Armtj in ils 
n to you personally if The Armi, 
irzdj in a world where The Sulm- 
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Clirist the Great Emaiicipator 



By COLONEL GIDEON MILLER 



Is IT NOT wonderful, my comradea. 
that immediately one begins to ihink 
about emancipation from ainvery, there 
rises up before ua the figure of One Who 
d[d more than anybody else to bring about 
ihiil great freedom"? Our Saviour, Jesus 
Christ! More than that. He also brings 
lo us emancipation from sin — the greatest 
of all claveriea. And ia it not true that 
Chriatiunity line been the great force in 
the abolishment of slavery in ilie world: 
iliosc who truly followed in His footsicpK 
could not real while such a blot lay upon 
Mis creation. 

Only quite recently, our peepers have 
announced that m Sierra Uonc. 220.000 
souls, formerly held in slavery, have 
gained their freedom by action of the 
British Government. What joy this must 
jtico-H for them, for liberty is sweet to alh 

1 remember hearing of one of our Army 
comrades, Staff-Captain Jacobs, of the 
West Indies, tell how he stood in London 
with uncovered head before the statue of 
^Villiam Wilberforcc. and when questioned 
by ii pii-5-i-by. r-jjiied. ihhl he m«j«;t pay 
Jionor to that great man, fur bin own 
faiher and grandfather had both been 
slavtjs, and by the labours of Wilber- 
lorce and others, had been redeemed. 
i Ic told hoT* on the night o( the Eraining 
of ijicjr freedom, the slaves of lii.i father's 
neighbourhood dug a great grave, and 
buried therein all the implcmehls of their 
lorlurc. and covered the grave wilh the 
Union Jack, and sang around it. "Praise 
God from Whom all blessings now," 



A-i Can:idian citizens. within tb'' 
niLi;liiy British Empire, we are proud of 
I he part that we have played in affording 
Oie one-lime slaves n haven of refuge 
under the folds of the Union Jack, J 
waa at one time Atalioned in the City of 
Chat ham. Ont,. and there was often 
thrilled with the stories of the struggles 
and adventures which were encountered 
by ihc slavcB in their mad race lor free- 
dom. 

The late Bishop Hawkins, long nn 
honored resident of Chatham, was one 
uf iJiese runaway elavcH who found refuge 
In ilic Dominion. Ide composed what is 
called the Colored Man's National 
Anthem, the chorus of which ran as 

"Good-bye, oi* rvlaaaa' 

Don't you weep for me: 
I'se off to Canada 

Where colored men arc free." 

During a period of fifty yeare it is 
e^licEjaled that an average of fifteen 
numlrod slaves per year escaped to 
Canada, many of them coming by what 
was knowJi an ihe Underground Ruil- 
roatl This was largely financed by the 
Anti-Slavcry Society. There is still a 
large house standing in Amherstburgh 
wliirli was one of the stations on the road; 
It IS now over two-hundred-and-fifty 
>cur.. old. 

H'roinincnt among these escaped slaves 
wuji the Rev. Joaiah Hcnson. the subject 
of I larrlct Bcecher Stowe's great story 
"Unrlc Tom's Cabin." He was born into 
slavery in 1789. atid ao remained in 
alavery. enduring all its miseries, until he 
escaped to Canada in 1830. He resided 
irt Hon Erie for a while, and later on, in 
Colchester, Ont., where he purchased a 
lurm, and also ministered to the colored 
refugees round about. It was while 
Mrs, Bcecher Stowc wna visiting in 



Boston, in 1650. she heard of Mr. Henson. 
and incorporated his lifculory into her 
E'eat novel. 

Josiah Henson suksequently made a 
visit to ILn^lund where a great deal of 
sympathy was felt for these refugees, 
and where splendid sums of money were 
collected for the work which he had 
st&rled amongst them. He had an 
audience with Queen Victoria, and re- 
ceived from her a gold waich. which is 
still trcHRured by his descendants. Our 
Editor telU me that, as a very small boy. 
he remembers I ienson coming to his own 
home town in ILngland.and beitig the guest 
of his father and mother: and how he — 
Henson — could not lift his hands to his fore- 
head becuuHC of the way In which he had 
been maltreated in his days of slavery. 
Henson was burled in Dresden Cemetery. 
Kent County. Ont . and a beautiful monu- 
mtnt mixrku his la.sl resting place. 



There were many outstanding mtn and 
women of those slavery days who were 
associated with the great work of bringing 
them into freedom. The famous John 
Brown was one. } le also resided for a 
time in Chatham; the house which he 
occupied is slJll standing. The story of 
his martyrdom is well known. He was 
hanged at Cliailestun. Va,, on December 
9th, 1859 for endeavouring lo rescue 
some slaves "SO they said. That ended 
his life — but not hi.s influence. The 
old lines are true: 

John Brown's hody 

Lies a-moultierini? in the grave, 

I^nt l,i^.-..uI-.v^ni.,K.I.;ni;..n. 

Rev, \R'i|liEim King, of Kent County. 
Ont., was another benefactor of the slave. 
He took a inp to the SouiU. &nd while 
there came in touch with nil the horrors of 
organized slavery, and as a result felt a 
sense of revulsion at the scenes of cruelty 
which met his gaze. 

While in the Scuth he married the 
widow of a slave-owner, and on retuining 
to the city of Buxion. in Canada, lie 
brOURht with him a company of CK-slavea. 
1 le bought 4.UUU acrts ol land in that 
neighborhood, and sold this to escaped 
slaves at S2,50 per acre, and today there 
are the third and fourth gcncraiinn of 
colored settlers in a prosperous condition. 



We do honor to the noble men anc 
women who made such sacrifices in tht 
deliverance of their fclJuwii; their name: 
will for ever stand out blazoned in golder 
letters across the history of the world. 

But the greatest of ull [emancipators is 



JcBue. Well may we sing this Easter 

"Up from the grave He arose. 
Wilh a mighty triumph oe'r his foes: 
He arose a victor from the dark domain 
And He lives forever in my heart to 
reign, 

He arose) He arose! 
Hallelujah! Christ arose! 

Yea. He lives lo break shackles of sin 
and bid the bondslave go free. "Power 
into slrcngthless souls he speaks and life 
into the dead." 

Christ has said. "Whosoever com- 
miiteih sin is the servant of sin." Many 
are laboring under the yoke of sin and 
vile habils. A young woman kneeling at 
the Mercy-Seat, weeping tears of sorrow 
and repentance. looking up. she said, 
"You know. I'm a dope fiend. The 
craving for the drup is so terrible. I feel 
I'M go out of my mind if something doesn't 
happen." Aijain she cried and prayed. 
God answered her prayer, the chains f-ll 
off. She conquered through a Risen 

Another sister almost the same, a few 
weeks ago ha.vmg a desperate struggle 
at the Mercy-Seat, confessed that she 
was addicted to cigarette smoking lo 
sych an extent that it wtis undermining 
her health and cursing her soul. She 
had tried to give it up time and time 
again but failed. She had no power lo 
resist and her own strength was not 
sufficient^ — as she prayed, wc sang. "Jesus 
i.s slrong to deliver" — the answer came, 
God blotted out her sin. speaking rest to 
her troubled soul. 



Thousands of such stories could be told 
o( souls bowed by sin being lifted up hy 
the power of God. No mutter what sin 
nor what habit has brought you into con- 
demnation, 1 pray that you might seek 
Him (Jesus) and know Him and the 
power ol 1 lis Resurrection for He has 
promised. "If the Son therefore shall 
make you free, ye shall be free indeed." 

Our cup of joy should be full and run- 
ning over to realize that Christ Our 
Saviour has made the supreme sacrifice 
in obtaining our Redemption. There is 
a story told of an Englishman travelling 
in Africa coming to a slave market where 
a great negro was bemg offered for sale. 
He began bidding with others who were 
keen lo purchase this man. He, offering 
the highest price, became the purchaser. 
The slave was full of fear, thinking when 
taken over by his new master he might 
be removed to a strange land; but when 
the papers were signed and the deal eoiii- 




plete^ the Englishman handed them to the 
slave, stating he had purchased his Jrcc- 
dam, he could nau) go Jrcc. Needless tc 
say, the poor Negro fell on his knees and 
through tears of gladness thanked him for 
deliverance over and over again and for 
having bought his liberly. 

We read of Him. the Mighty Saviour. 
"Thou wnst slain and hast redeemed us 
to God by Thy Blood, out of every kindred 
and longue and pcopfe, and hwst made us 
unto our God, Kings und Priests." He 
suffered and died, but He lives— 
"OJi joyful sound f O glorious hour! 
When Christ by His almighiy power. 

Arose and leli the grave. 
Now let our songs His triumph tell 
Who broke ihe chains of Death and Hell. 
And ever lives lo save " 



The Man Who Was Afraid 
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WE WISM we knev 
that would pri: 
alory tn bnid type. [t 
with a moral. It is given wil 
incnt. eXLcpt lo sav tliiit wc ha 
from an Old Country book which has 
recently reached us— "Lax of Poplar." 

Lax noticed a man in his congregation 
who was continuously in tears. He spotce 
to him. 

"Are you in trouble?" he asked. 

"Yes, in very great trouble," replied 
the man. 

"Can 1 help you in any way?" inquired 
the minister. 

"Some day I will tell you my storyr but 
I rannoi dr» \\ no'W." was the reply. 

This was his slory. Drink had sod- 
dened his brain. Besides this, he lived a 
grossly immoral life. Now that he was 
getting on in years, although he was try- 
ing to live a cleaner life, he found it very 
dilTicuIt But the greatest suffering was 
from memory. The girls and women he 
had ruined haunted him, and he could 
get no peace. Me had never married, 
lie had been a navvy. He lived on a 
pension from a club to which he had 
tiubscribcd for many years. He was 
genuinely distressed. 

The Haunt of Death 

He fell ill. and had to undergo a terrible 
operation, the outcome of the life he bad 
lived. He hoped he would not come 
through, for life had become a burden. 
The operation was successful. But it 
was quite obvious that he would never 
be the same again; indeed his days were 
numbered. 

He lived for eighteen months. Lax saw 
him continually. The man feared death, 
and begged the minister to be present at 
the end. 

Lax says he will never forget that 
death bed scene. "1 ^vil! not die," n'niled 
the poor fellow. "No." he went on, "1 
refuse lo die: Tm afraid." 

Ju3t before ihe end. he looked up. with 
a scared and horror-stricken face, and 
said. "1 ean see the gates of heaven open; 
but they are all there — the women and 
girls 1 have wronged — and I'm afraid." 

He passed away with those words on 
his lips. 
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An old-time human market-place 



When the Word of the Lord comes to 
a man it means honor and dignity and 
joyj but it also may mean sorrow and trial 
and long and aore discipline, which, if 
willingly embraced, will mean eternal and 
unapcakftble honor and dignity* anc* ioy. 
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1 REMEMBER once hearing the Gen- 
eral (the Founder) say that "sinners 
need to have the terrors of hell b 
before them very vividly to wake thi 
of their sleep of sin." 

This was said many, many years aeo. 
but I think it is much more needful we 
should follow the Generars advice now, 
seeing that the devil has so Improved his 
sleep-muking arrangements. All Olfieers 
of experience will agree that whilsr there 
is always something verj' plain about 
hel! to be heard in most of our MeetingE, 
we have gotten into the habit of making 
ths f.iendlier side — ^as it is .supposed to 
be — ^ol the Gospel more prominent. 
A More Vivid Exhibition of Hel! 

This habit has sprung largely out of 
true love for the abandoned and olmost 
despairing souls with whom we so often 
have to do; but, undoubtedly, we have 
many wbo come within our influence and 
under our direction and preaching, who 
sleep on in spite of all we say, and who 
need a far more vivid cibibition of hell 
than we have ever yet given them. 

Now. it has struck mc that a proper 
view of the Cro.ss, deep enough and care- 
ful enough, will give a realization of hel] 
such as wc can get nowhere else, and that 
if this Easter we can only get oU our 
comrades and readers so to look and so to 
see we should do a ^reat thing. 

It has pleased God all through the 
Calvary story to display the immeasurable 
darkness side by side n-ith the unsur- 
passable light, and only carelessness and 
unbelief can prevent anyone from ageing 
both. And if we look behind the visible 
to the invisible wc can form some little 
idea of the unutterable bitterness, the 
malice and the cruelty, that rule in hell 
and will be the cea.scless portion of all 

To my own mind the thought of hell's 
associations was. 1 think, always more 
terrible than anything else about it. 
Almost everybody, even the vilest,_would 
dread to be made to stay a week with the 
foulest thinking, dirtiest speaking ruffians, 
and yet all eternity is to be spent with the 
friends who planned and carried out the 
Easter tragedy. 

Scowling Faces of the Haters 
I . Behind the happy shooters who 
welcome the Saviour into Jerusalem we 
see the scowling faces of the haters who 
would fain have nobody notice Him. Wl 
would like an eternity even witi _ 
Icrs and growlers? But Leliind these, as 
we can sec the hellish 
■ith malicious laughter 
shout' 
ake 



But how all those days the devils must betrayal point in 
have worked to undo all He did! And report will work 
how vastly their activity has increaiv.tl straint 
and developed to cope as efficiently as 
they do with all that goes on in Christen- 
dom the week before Easier. The buyers 
and sellers may be chastised with honest 
:teal in many cases, but they crowd every 
church, chapel, Citadel,, all the same. 
Money, money, money is far more thought 
of than Christ by the vast majority all 
the week. 

Yet nobody likes o greedy person. But ^^'^^ 
all eternity must be passed with the dis- Eodl 
appointed selfish hunters after wealth 
and after their own interest. I low the 
devils will torment the people who made 
and yet 
The d' 



choicest private tion Army Meeting puts him o 

out without re- be let go. or to be damned' 

hell against every lost soul, devil only manages it so I: 

instead of being u horrible knows from long experi 



the devil tries to make oi 
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on Mis trial in ciii < ■■ c. 

to the devil i driul li ti~ 

bt, to be able to gi i I j ,, 

well as to ruin i s ,1 In 

hell, memory will repeal il ill In 

inch again. How some will li. iinvii 

the panels of doors where lhL> vi i I , 

get out of Meetings, the motloi ii ili, 

wall how the details of a triil -,1 I i 

one's memory forever. 

7. Pilate and his water ba in ' i , 

for 1.900 years before the pun (,1 II im 

world with endless oralorh d( i ii i i. 

his every look and word TnH i 

expounding it all by the voltim 

The WriEgling of Pilutc 

Oh the eternal dragginir out ut llic 

isli nation was light of every word and evt.r> acl iL iii st 

ful enoujjii, but the long Jesus! How is it that the loul- ui ti 

I sliamc and misery before quibble about "eternal punishmiiil i m 

ly, after all, a faint picture not see the impossibility of inyllii n 1 1 i 

' ~ ■ ■ ■ ; souls After oil the centuries Pilate '.t Hill- lluji. 

all in washing still, and he gets no wliilir ml 

to llie bis silly words acquire no bcltLi tii t 

The .souls that will not have Clin 1 iiiu-,1 



You have only to picture one of the 
flatterers doing to you what the 
do to Jesus at the Sacrament, 
u can form some idea of the horror 
ig locked with all hypocrites for- 
ever. But it may be hard to picture 
because it must be rare for anybody ~ 
except a woman-destroyer to go so far 
either in pretended adoration or real 
premeditated oulrase Yet all ih^Lt is 
manufactured in hell Mholcsnie. 

4. Gethsemane's agony was probably 
tjian anything else a realization of 
n of tiie Je 



ty of Christ-reje 
alization 
overwheln 



■ing Its 



' IVili ihou hove this man?' 



hateful monste 
imagine. If eyes 



tha 



look deeper, 
legions roaring 
over the Hosani 
"Oh, we'll soon 
KingI" And we 

amongst the foremost religious m 
the day, and read in the very fact 
bitterness of their thoughts as they 
together to plot His death. 

There is something in bitternes 
this that repels even the 
bitterness will be the onlv 



exceptii 
usually 

generally blinded by Christian fi 
it would be seer that he has millions of 
perfect representatives in every Christian 
land. Why did he eat there? He did not 
want to do anything so very dreadful, 
b- only as he most likely thought to hold in 
th both sides and net money by it. 
He ate with all the rest. What else could iul'SaV 



5. Betrayed into ih* 



nd 
ternit: 
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In the most venomous bitterness 
every one else and against God 
that is good, all must pass their e 
and they must hear il all from 
around them all the time. 

2. What wonderful meetings were those 
of Jesus' in the Temple all those days 
from morning to evening, as He stood 
there the one guard of the place against 
covctouaness, formality and sin. 



do? What millions will go to get 
Sacrament" this week, thinking thereby 
an end of their to keep in with the right side whilsr their 
the horrid devilc^ minds arc fully made up directly aflcr- 
hither and thither wards to go partners with the left. They 
of will neither be so honest nor so daring as 
the Jiirias, for when they have done it they 
imc will not rush off express to hell feeling 
unworthy to live, but will, on the con- 
is like trary, rejoice to think they belong to 

But respectable society and to hope to live . , i ., 

f hell, on in such honorable circles lor many legions of devil: 



greatest of all hearts, what will be the 
bitter reality to tiie lost ihemsclvcs 
throughout etcrnilyV That sweat of blood 
scarcely conveys the full ugoiiy of a man 
who has lost all. 

Yet the devil who was able to bring 
even Christ to that. -to what an ex- 
tremity of anguish will he not bring all 

ho give way to him, especially unf,Tiih- 
tionists? 



and the devil who mana„c I ■' i ' '. 
thing first will go on mockinv Inn Mr 
1 le not only prompted Pil ili s irl h n I in 
the wriggling llml makes ii si, ni ' 
more mnmorabU- f-nrcvcr. - ' ' 
ing and weeping of eyes will iii.l \i >ii 'n-. 
savage purpose to make us ill is mi 
lai.lingly wretched as himself 

8. Jesus crucified amid mo. k< n .ml 
taunts, and every possible uMili in i 

I lis torture! 

If lie could be so treated "I..1 « 11 
the devil do with all who fill laiiK iid 
lorever into his powerl It is i ill i 
ranged luUy enough to be anlirip ili d nil 
prophesied in detail centuries hi (c n 

We may be certain ll.it ill ( hr s 
pronheri,.s ahnnl ihr. ,,-mri-s ,( ,1, 
damned will be as liieralK fu'fill.i 'M 
need never hesitate lo brini, llicni oiil 
and dwell upon cverv detail is [ulh s r i,r 
little powers allow. The eruellv i.f li M 
knows no bounds: ihe cruelty tli 1 " nl'l 
hide it worst of all. 

To he damned -abandoned bi 1 I 
I limseU cast out into ih. outer d i I ." 

into the lake thai burneth with lire mil 
brimstone all. all thai can be s ml il .s 
only "the second death" of ^shlch C iK .i 
gives the picliire of the first fesiis Li 
ing all about Calvary, salil 1 t i- ■■■ 1 
them that can kill the body I...' < ' 
i Mm that." etc. 

The Malignity of the Devil 

9. The two thieves one s ived i-<l ll i 
damned are doubtless pul 1 i Inn 



olhci 

us tl 



ake 



the 



alignity ai 
love and 



gainst yenra more. 

Tht pitilcBB malice 

But think of the Serpent' 
that lies behind all that. It ie he who ia 
so tricking each poor aoul. and those who 
go to hell are going to be esposed to hia 
mcreLZcBsnes& and ekill through alE eternity. 

The pitiless malice that found ita in- 
strument by the Saviour's side and its 



d.*i of men - 

princes, and 

high priests — all seeking how best to 

work out liieir hatred against the Son of 

Man. 

The "Not-tonight" Devil 
After all. only a slight sketch ol a be- 
trayed soul tricked out of a Meeting by 
the smiling "not tonight" devil and then 
abandoned into the eternal cruelties 

high and 1 
mockeries and ruffianisms J< 

only indicators of what the dcvili 



Cursing, mocking, writhinf eU 
the very Saviour's side' Oh v 
terrible picture of the lielple ii 
Christ to deliver those who reject ^ 

The devil ever as present as the '^ 
and so far as all our evid. iKis , 



princes and priests 
wealthy and poor masses llie -l^ 
with hlis one saved blackgu ird iim 
handful of women and John 

Oh that we may see, tins Lush r ii 

vividly thon ever how desperate I In- ' 

is, and give ourselves over more than < 

All the ,o snve men from the devil. I lio|>.- 

ffcred ig too long for anybody to look upon : 

lline for a sermon. Good 1 



will do for ever to those whom they deliver us! But I hope to suggcsl 

fairly get hold of. comrades thoughlB that may helt 

6. Put upon "trial" several times greater faithfulness. The supremcsl i 

over — what a faithful portrayal of the teratroke of devilish cunning is to |xtm 

way the devil plays with all his meeting- some people il is "more loving" to sa\ 

going, prayer-saying, gospel-singing vie- about hell; more kind to let him gLi 

tims. victims in the dark. God help us t. 

Every verse a singer sings in a Salva- more outspoken than ever about it 
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The "War Cry" Seller 

RAINING again I but this do 
deter "The War Cry selle 
making her weekly round, 
she Koes into the homes of the 
Tad well to do, and later in the 
noon she visits every store in her d 
She looks as though the light 
Eternal Morning is upon her fact 
happv. bow contented, and yet. 
onlv an Army Lieutenant. it 
her weekly stipend which maki 
happv. It surely isn't the homi 
lorts'of Tlie Army Quarteis; it is j 
.hrill of making others happy and 
ing the sunshine of Gods smil 
darkened hearts that makes her tri; 
so jocundly. 

She enters a little store wilti 
dirty windows, and as the door cl 
siouiisli woman looks up siccpil, 
behind the untidy counter, iier fl 
study: she seems instantly to pi 
of the gloom ond a smile breaks o 
features which are hardened by o 
sinning. She rises as the Offii 
proaches and says, "Glad to 3( 
Lcify! Isn't it a wretched tlay|> 
feeling so blue until you came in 
picture of contrasts I The young L 
ant. the embodiment of health and 
ness the elder woman with her 
olnnm betraying her heart of sort 
remorse. Just a few 



per hap! 



"War Cry' 



the OlTic 
and passe: 



she le. 
t on h. 



Thr do 



.vay. 



and Inlc 



opens ognii 
tojues a messenger f 
He attends to the bus 
glances at the "War Cry" an 
•Oh! so you buy that kind ol reac 
Wrll I'm glad you do. you know. 1 
to thiin myself. It's a good thir 
saved'" "You belong lo 'cm. el 
llic woman. 'Well. 1 want ter I 
1 buys that paper every week fi 
purest, .sweetest girl in this wholi 
She's an angel that's what she 
I'm lellinR yer, and (o Ihinli I 



loca 



Tl. 



s.rl 
"M,.i: 

soltlll 
and ll 



i slic uttered the 
again in the dii 

her tei 

with the 

"War 
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ill 'he , 

past wli 
he had folio. 
Star in the ccnti 
Cry" Irnm store ■ 
:ame the cross-roads 
;> and each succeedi 
hat! brought her farther and 
away (rum the ideals ol her youti 
A woman now, already on the d< 
hill 111 hic. Life to her had bee 
urc .She looked regretfully bi 
hopiksjly forward Bui each w 
pcrh.iiis. oflcner. this "War Cr; 
cro.sstil her pathway and brought 
iliiai- iif hope into her clouded 
she W..S compelled to think again ■ 
acss ,.TLil purity and God. 



The Gang's all here 

"S.i\- l^ang. The Army's in thi 
tonij^lil holding a special kind of 
listen Ui the Band, boys; let's 
"May ;..s well, as stick out her 
rain," icplied one ol the gang 
tlioy wrni Of course, it was 
galler> (or them. Less restraint 
and mure fun. The Meeting pr 
Some ijf the gang became ir 
Sevci.il of ihcm became rov 
Ollicci -lood nearby wondering w 
shoulil speak lo them and reque; 
but in-.iiriclivcly he waited. He 
yauni: ..nd careless once and ur 
somclhaig of the gang spirit. 

A quiirtcr of an hour passed, 
was siMlling down, and ihc 
pourixl (lul his message of ho 
Irealj riierc wt>» a stir an 
gang iinil a young man in hisearlj 
rose iinil came lo the back of ll 
and stuod quite near lo where I 
stood. A lew minutes passed. By 
the leader had ceased spcai 
Bomeonc was praying, ll was if 
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' of the Cross, deep enough 
enough, will give a reali. 
t such as we can get no- 
nd if this Easter we can 
ur Readers bo lo look and 
shall do a great thing. 



n Army Meeting puts him On 1 J 1.1I in 
let go, or to be damned! At,,) i|,c 
vil only manages it so beci.iiHf |,e 
OW3 from long experience tli.n i\ is 
e o( the aureat ways to' get his wjl wllli 
i victims. 

It is Jesus on Mia trial in one sen.'ie 
o. and It 13 to the devil a doiilili- v.,i,,i. 
.■tion no doubt, to be able to Bric\x- I lis 
>ly Spirit as well as to ruin a scml In 
II. memory will repeat it all m.l, by 
:h again. How some will .see lurevir 
: panels of doors where they Wint,-,] i„ 
: out of Meetings, the motloL'-, .m ilu- 
ll--how the details of a trial sii.k 10 
e's memory forever. 

7. Pilate and his water hasin I'llalc 

I ,900 years before the gaze of :.ll llie 

rid with endless orotom dcs. nliini; 

every look and word, nnd wrliprs 

sounding it all by the volumi- 

The Wriggling of Pilate 
Dh the eternal dragging out lo tlic 
ht of every word and every aci .ii,Miii.sl 
lua! How is it that the fools who 
ibble about "eternal punishmtnl" tan 
c sec the impossibility of anytliinj,' el.sr 
ler oil the centuries Pilate alanii.s lliirc 
shing still, and he gets no whiter iind 
■ Silly words acquire no better ^L•rl^(■! 
e souls that will not have Chri' t riiusi 

J the devil who mans.ged the -.vhalc 
ng first will go on mocking forever 
: not only prompted Pilate^s action (nil 
! wriggling that makes it so :m?< li 

; and weeping of eye.s will iiul Ichsi^ii In.s 
'age purpose to make u.h all as rver- 
tingly wretched as himself, 
i. Jesus crucifi-d amid mockery ..nd 
mt.s. and every possible addition 10 

[f lie could be so treated, whiit will 
' devil do with all who (all fairly .ind 
ever into his power! It was ;ill ar- 
"gcd fully enougli to be anticipaie<l iind 
"phciifi in detail centuries before 
fJc m,:-- be certain that all Cluisi-s 
.pl,er,r-. „lin„t thn agonies r,f ll„- 
nncd ^-,11 be as literally fulfilled We 
:d nev r hesitate to bring lliem out 
1 dwell upon every detail a.s fully as our 
le powers allow. The cruelty of liell 
^w.s no bounds: the cruelty ifiat would 
e it worst of all. 

Po be damned -abandoned by (,od 
Tiselt -ast out into the outer darkness 
nto the lake that burncth with fire and 
mstone all. all that can be said it is 
y "the ccond death" of which Calvary 
ee the jiicture of the first- Jesil.s fir.r.w- 
all about Calvary, said, "lear nol 
m that can kill the body, bul fi..ir 
u that." etc. 

The Malignity of the Devil 
'. The two thieves — one saved and ihe 
icr damned - arc doubtless put before 

to make it as easy to picture and 
lize the malignity and power of liie 
n\. as the love and readiness of llic 
'iour. 

Cursing, mocking, writhing, dyiriR liy 
very Saviours sidel Oh, wli.jl a 
riblc picture of the hclplc3.sn.ss of 
rist to deliver those who reject I lii.i' 
rhe devil ever as present as the .Sji%-i'nrr 
1 so far as all our evidences i;o l.i 
re sueccEsful. The devil v.;;!. his 
nccs and priests and soldier.s .nid 
althy and poor ma.sses. the .Saviour 
h His one saved blackguard and 1 lis 
idful of women and John. 
)h that we may sec, this Eaatcr. looic 
idly than ever how desperate llif War 
and give ourselves over rnorc than ever 
save men from the devil. I hopt- il'i" 
00 long for anybody to look upon ii »s 

outline for a sermon. Good I ord 
iver us! But i hope to suggest 10 ^oinc 
trades thoughts that may help to 
ater faithfulness. The supremcst mas- 
Itroke of devilish cunning is to persuade 
ve people it is "more loving" to say less 
lut hell; more kind to let him get Ins 
tims in the dark. God help us to be 
re otitapcken than ever about it all I 
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The "War Cry" Seller 

RAINING againl but this does not 
deter "The War Cry" seller from 
making her weekly round. There 
she goes into the homes of the poor 
and well to do, and later in the after- 
noon she visits every store In her district. 
She looks as though the light of the 
Eternal Morning is upon her face— how 
hapiiy. how contented, and yet. she is 
only an Army Lieutenant, It is not 
hi:r weekly stipend which makes her 
happv. It surely isn't the home coni- 
lorta'of Tlie Army Quartets; it is just the 
thrill of making others happy and bring- 
ing the sunshine of God's smile into 
darkened hearts that makes her trip along 
so jocundly. 

She e.lters a little store with rather 
dirty windows, and as the door closes, a 
slouiisti woman luuka up sleepily from 
behind the untidy counter Her face is a 
study: she seems instantly to pass out 
of the gloom and a smile breaks over the 
(ealurea which are hardened by constant 
sinning. She rises as the OiTicer ap- 
proaches and says. "Glad to sec you, 
Leflyl Isn't it a wretched day? I was 
feeling so blue until you came in." What a 
picture of contraslsl The young Lieuten- 
ant, the embodiment of health and happi- 
ness - the elder woman with her lace nf 
gloom betraying her heart of sorrow and 
perhaps remorse. Just a few words in 
scaaon from the OlTicer she leaves the 
"War C ry" and passes out on her home- 
ward ^vay. 

Tlie door opens again and into the store 
lodits u messenger from a local bank 
He attends to the business in hand, then 
glances at the "War Cry" and say.s. 
"Oil! so you buy that kind of reading. eh> 
Well I'm glad you do, you know. 1 belong 
to llicm myself. It's a good thing to be 
saved! "You belong 10 cm. eh? " says 
the woman, "Well, I want Icr tell ycr, 
I buys that paper every week from the 
purest, sweetest girl in this whole world. 
She's an angel that's what she is, and 
I'm idling yer, and to think I '""^ '"^ 
her once," 

There w=s a miivei >o the woioan's 
chin as she uttered lhe.se word.s She was 
iivinii again in the dim past when a.s a 
girl III her teens she bad followed the 
"llac with the Star in the centre." and 
sold the "War Cry" from store to stt^re. 
and then came the cross-roads and the 
wrong step and each succeeding year 
hud brought her farther and farther 
away (rom the ideals of her youth. 

A woman now, already on the downwa rd 
hill ol lilc. Life to her had been a fail- 
urc. .'^hc looked regretfully back and 
hopeles.sly forward. But each week, and 
pcrhrtjjs, oftcncr, this "War Cry" seller 
cro.s.sctl lier pathway and brought the sun- 
shine of hope into her clouded lilc and 
she \v,is ( ompelled to think again ol sweet- 
ness and purity and Cod. 



The Gang's all here 

"Say itang. The Army's in this theatre 
taniglil holding a special kind of Meeting, 
listen 10 the Band, boys; let's go, oli.^" 
"May as well, as slick out here in the 
tain," replied one of the gang. So in 
tlicv went Of course, it was the top 
gallcr; lor them, t-css restraint up there 
and more lun. The Meeting progressed. 
Sornc of the gang became interested. 
Several of them became rowdy. An 
OfTicei ':tDod nearby wondering whether he 
shouiil speak to them and request silence. 
but insrinclively he w&ited. |-Ic had been 
young and careless once and undcrstot^d 
sonicihiiit: of the gang spirit. 

A {iinirter of an hour passed, the gang 
was SI uling down, and the speaker 
paure<l nut his message of hopeful en- 
treaty There whs a stir among the 
ttangand a young man in his early twenties 
rose and came to the back of the gallery 
and stood quite near to where the Ollicer 
stood. A few minutes paatM?d. By this time 
the leader had ceased speaking and 
sameone was praying. 1 1 was the Frayer- 



Mccting. This was the Officer's oppor- 
tunity and he look it. 

Drawing nearer to the young man he 
quietly said. "Well, chum, what do you 
think of the Meeting?" "Pretty good 
Meeting I should say," Little by little 
the conversation grew until the Ofiicer 
said, "Why did you come and stand 
near me?" "Well," replied the young 
man, "to tell you the truth Captain, I 
wanted you to speak to me about religion 
and I didn't know how to ask you." Then 
came the story. 

A few years ago he had been a Salva- 
tionist in the Old-Land— came to this 
country and wandered away. His wife- 
to-be was already on her way to meet 
him in this country. They were to be 
married In a fciv months. She was a Sal- 
vationist and thought he was going 
straight. Well, here's the best part of 
the story. A m^rcb commenced from the 
lop gallery to the ground floor, then 
through the .swinging doors; and while 
the gang from above looked wonderingly 
on. and a silence reigned "which could 
be felt," The Army OfTtccr knelt with 
his capture at the Mcrcy-Soat, and the 
man who had persuaded the gang to enter 
the theatre to hear The Army Band, came 
bach 10 the Fold. Oh! yes. The Army 
has its happy mettiods of reaching the 
unreachable. The centre of worldly 
amusement the theatre had that night 
been turned into a (ry.sting niace where 
God had met the needs ol i lis cliildrcn. 

The Army of the Happy Smi e 

The march ill' ugh the crowded streets 
of Vuncouv.ir had crealtd no hlllc stir 
1 1 was Congress time and llit Ofhcers. 
headed by the Vancruver Citadel Band, 
had marched gaily along the main 
arteries of the city to the City Hall. 
There they were crowded around ihc 
.steps ol the "Municipal Edif.ce" taking 
part in a Civic reception of llie Dflcgales. 
On liic outside of the crowd stood two 
deck hand.s: roiiirh men who had .spent 

't"i'l'\l«"oth'.-r^^mrl'and fat.' The Mavor 
hud finished his oration and Officers were 
singing a liappv Army chorus 

The small sailor locked up at his tall 
chum and saltl. "Jack, whals all this 
(u.ss about anvwav, who are ihcy?" 
"Whv male, its The Salvation Army, 
don't' you know iheml" "Bul, Jack, 
what makes them look so happy? Look 
at 'em." rheo lack became confidcnlial. 
and bending towards his .smaller clium. 
said 'Mate, 11 s their religion that makes 
them smile like thai!" 

Reader, do vou belong to "The Army 
o( the llaplvSnlile?" 

The One Who Came B^ck 

In the thriving lillle City of Juneau, 
Alaska, there is a very inlercsting lur 
store The manager is a HcninI spirit and 
alway.i ready lor a word with Army 
Officers who come from "down under" i.e.. 
those from Vo-couver cr points Ea.st. 
It .so happened that I ventured in to look 
al the polar bear skios which had arrived 
that week from (nr off Nome i.i the A.cti. 
regions. Making himself known, the 
manager slatted a cunversation which 
went Irom bcudtd baskets and tolem 
poles, back to furs of various kinds. 
The he referred to The Army's work 
iiinonB 1!..: Native Pec le and said, 
"You know. 1 have llie greate.sl respect 
for you people and yoi.r work among the 
Natives. Let me lell .you a sler.v. 

"Some years ago a couple of Natives 
came in to sec me during the trapping 
season they came with a bundle of 
valuable lurs which their parly had sent 
,n. Tiiey were to sell these to me and 
take back to camp which was filly mites 
inland- sufficient rations lor the balance 
ol the season. 1 paid them. 

"Two days afterwards I savs; them in 
town and wondered at the lime what 



f that 
me and reported 
they had spent 
every cent I had given them on drink 
and they dare not return to camp without 
provisions, would I advance them money. 
1 thought it over and advanced them o 
considerable sum, for which they prom- 
ised they would bring me more furs. 
Well, they returned to camp with the 
provisions and time went on — the trap- 
ping season closed and they did not 
turn up. 

"Months went by and I saw little if 
anything of them. I thought for sure, 1 
had seen the last of my cash. One day 
to my astonishment one of these men to 
whom 1 had advanced the money entered 
my store ^veartng an Army hat, and with- 
out waiting for me to soeak he handed me 
some cash tellini, me thit he hid been 
converted in 1 he Army and was i,ond 




/ m w/an.ys rrut/j/ to fistcn to /lim loltcrj 
he preaches outside my store/* 

man' — that he was sorry for nnt cnming 
to sec mc before; hut if I gave him a 
little time he would settle the account 
in lull. 

"i hardly knew what to make of him, 
so. ihought I had bciier take the first 
instalment in case it happened to be the 
last; bul sure enough, al the close of 
the next trapping season he brought in 
hii, furs to mc. and allhoneh it w -s a 
pretty hard winter and he hadn't had very 
good luck, he paid mc every cent and 
today he is one of The Army Soldiers 
right in this town, and I can tell you I 
am always ready to listen to him or to 
The Army when they i-lart their preaching 
outi;ide my store, as they often do. 

"1 toll you. 1 have had some dealing 
with Ihc Natives during the pasl twenty- 
five years and I have been bitten once or 
twice. Whatever you did to t.Kat chap 
is beyond me, but let mc tell you, boy, 
anything that will bring such a change 
in a man is worth considering." 

Childlike, but not childish 

f^eligion makes a boastful, arrogant 
man meek and childlike, bul it does ntjt 
make any one weak or childish. This 
was evidenced a few years ago when The 
Army held its Annual at Juneau, a Con- 
gress for the Native Salvationists of 
?^laska. The Mayor presided over the 
welcome gathering and the crowded Hall 
echoed and rc-cclioed with cheers and 
handelapping as His Worship introduced 
the Commissioner and hie wife. It was 
while the Mayor was speaking of his early 



days in that part of the country that the 
following story came to light. 

"I wag a manager in a large canning 
factory a few miles north of here. We 
had hundreds of Native People working 
for ua. One day 1 came in to find that 
an order which I had previously given had 
not been fulfilled. I was young and im- 
petuous and 1 picked a quarrel with the 
nearest Native. He happened to be a 
much larger man than !; I confess I 
lost my head and swore at him because 
he would not report to me the naimes of 
those engaged in a recent squabble. 

"The first thing I knew I had struck him 
across the face with my open hand. That 
in itself is a great Insult to a Native, and 
I expected trouble. You can, therefore, 
imagine my surprise when the Native 
replied, "Mr. Manager, you may strike 
me again if you wish, I belong to The 
Salvation Army and. as a Christian man, 
could not hit you back." Back again in 
my office 1 began to think of the rebuke 
this Native Iiad given me. He was over 
six feet and weighed about 220 pounds. 
He could have picked mc up and thrown 
me through the window and made a hole 
with me in the sea; instead he punished 
me in such a way by his kindness that It 
has been one of the outstanding lessons 
ol my life. 

"I a going to ask that man to stand 
up .ight here in this public Meeting so 
iha'L I can demonstrate to you people 
what The Army's religio can do for a 
man. Mr. S.. stand up. please!" 

There was a slight commotion and 
sure enough a Native Comrade in Army 

what a'siicT What shoulders and what a 
physique. 1 lad he relaliatcd on the day 
to wliich the Mayor had referred, then 
there \ culd have been another story to 
record, perhaps a funeral and a charge of 
manslauglitcr and lorg years in the 
penitcnliary. Did not Jesus say, "Blessed 
are the meek, lor ihey shall inherit the 
earth?" We can lear many a lesson 
from t' esc Native Comrades! 



The Re-Making of Bill 

Bill was a iroubloscme drunkard, the 
despair of the police, and only to be dealt 
with by being handed over to The Salva- 
tion Army. So that was why he was 
located at the Hostel which bears the 
significant name of "Welcome." 

First things first. A real hot bath and 
real stiff brushes were needed to remove 
ihe accumulated debris of months, if 
not years. In due time he re-appeared 
before the Major of the Hostel re-clothed 
and clean. Another item was necessary, 
so he accompanied the Officer to u near-by 
barber, who performed a majnr operation, 
removing bcaid, mouslaLac, and the 
overgrown wig . , ■ 1 

Looking at himself in the mirror, he 
exclaimed. "Why mates, when the city 
council sec me. the Mayor will lose his 
job. " A happy thought struck The Army 
Officer. 

He took his capture back to the police 
station, and introduced him to the self- 
same policeman from whom be had 
received him two hours earlier, saying, 
"Sergeant, meet my friend Bill P." 
"Pleased to meet you. sir," said the 

"Stny, Sergeant," said ihe Officer with 
more than the usual twinkle in his eye, 
"Don't you know him?" "No. I'm 
blessed if 1 do; although 1 think I've an 
idea I've crossed his path once belore," 

"Well," said the Major, "I've great 
pleasure in irrtroducing you to the man 
whom you handed into my custody at 
II o'clock this morning." "Great Scotl. 
Captain!" ejaculated the Sergeant, "Htive 
you any sort of a machine into which 
you put them up at your place, and then 
turn them out like ihis?" 

Yes, indeed, a re-ncwing and a re- 
making machine. Bill is today a happy 
Soldier of the Social Corps, and no longer 
a menace to society and a charge upon 
the government. Really converted — 
re-made! 
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I The Resiirrectioii 
I of Harry Weldoe 

^ ■ By BRIGADIER GEORGE SMITH 




HARRY WELDON. was one of the 
muny hundreds of lads who have 
come over to these shores to make 
a new start in a new land. Shortly after 
his arrival in Canada he found work with a 
farmer and began to try to make himaelf 
agreeable and useful. It so happened 
that the farmer and his wife possessed a 
large family of boys and girls, and un- 
fortunately for the newcomer, it fell to 
his lot to have to do most of the menial 
taaks. of which there were not a few 
around the house and farm. Thus the 
friendless lad became the drudge of the 
family. 

If there was any particularly hard or 
disagreeable work to be done Harry had 
to do it, and any complaints he may have 
thought to make went quite unheeded. 
His clothing consisted of the cast-off 
garments of the other boys, whether they 
fitted iUm or not, and the lad was ashamed 
of his appearance and shunned the conv 
pany of visitors to the farm. Still less 
did he wish to attend the church in the 
district, and indeed was given very little 
encouragement to do so. 

On his unlucky head 

1 1 not infrequently happened that thing:^ 
went wrong in the household, and Harry 
being a most convenient object upon 
which to lay the blame, more often than 
not had poured On his unlucky head 
the full benefit of the farmer's wrath. 
Scarcely could it be wondered at that the 
lad's heart became filled with resentment 
and he grew to hate the members of the 
household accordingly. 

It had been agreed Lhat Harry should 
receive a small stipulated sum for wapes 
beside his board ;ind clothes, but he 
received no money for months at a time, 
with the exccpiion of a few cents which, 
under the cricumstances. could scarcely 
have been refused him. At last he 
saw a chance of bettering himself with a 
neighboring farmer, and told his em- 
ployer of his intention to leave him. and 
work for someone else. The farmer 
abruptly told him he could not quit, and 
if he so dared, v/ould receive none of the 
wages due to him, 

This unjust treatment fanned the 
smouldering flame of bitterness into an 
intense hatred, and Harry determined 
that he would go where the farmer could 
not get him again; at the same time pur- 
posing to take something for the work he 
had done. So one dark night, when the 
family was asleep, he crept downstairs, 
filled his pockets with food, and gathered 
up some loose money kept on a shelf for 
housekeeping purposes. He also took the 
farmer's watchi from the nail upon which 
it hung in the kitchen, and sneaking out 
quietly> started on the road to the nearest 
town. It was a Jong walk, and by the 
time he arrived he was very tired. His 
first move was to sell the watch for a 
small sum, after which he secured a room 
at a boarding hoi]flo. Tired out he went 
to bed, and soon fell asleep. 

Five years in a penitentiary 
The lad had not slept long before he 
was rudely awakened. Two policemen 
atood by his bed, and he was charged 
with theft. Still half asleep he was ordered 
to dress, and before long found himself in 
a prison cell. The triafwas a short one, 
and the severe sentence of five years in a 
penitentiary was meted out to him. 
This sentence 90 rankled in his heart 
whilst serving his term of hard labor, that 
he swore again and again revenge on the 
man who was the cause of his troubles. 
On his release from prison Harry 
Wefdon went straight back to the farm, 
and under cover of night set fire to the 
bam. and the outer buildings. It was 
not long, however, before he ^vas appre- 
hended, and in the toils of the law once 
again. For this BcriouB offence he re- 
ceived a sentence of fifteen years. 

While serving this term, Weldon came 
in touch with many hardened criminals, 
and what he learned from them did not 
soften his heart, nor make him any better; 



rather did it harden his heart and make 
his feelings the more bitter towards man- 
kind. Moreover, he was, by this time, 
regarded aa a dangerous criminal, and 
treated as such by the prison guards, 
who thought that harsh treatment should 
be used towards such. Whilst working 
in the prison store the unruly prisoner 
developed into a strong man, and when 
for some slight infraction of the prison 
rules the guards threatened him he would 
strike them down with whatever he had 
in hia hand. This savage conduct of 
course brought him the dark cell, with 
only bread and water for refreshment; 




Engaged in safc-rabffins 

a terrible punishment rculis^d only by 
those who have rhuK puffcred. 

There were times, when Weldon ran 
amok, so that it often took six guards at 
a time to handle him. After these out- 
breaks, the gov^^rnor nf the prison would 
take the prisoner aside into his office, 
remonstrate with him, and try to get him 
to see how useless his behaviour was, and 
that its only effect was to lengthen his 
term of imprisonment. The head oHicial 
would sometimes set him to work in his 
garden, hoping this might do the prisoner 
good; and while the governor was in sight 
everything went well, but alas, at the 
slightest provocation from any of the 
guards, he would By into a passion and 
attack them violently. 

The incorrigible vraa released 

The fifteen years at length expired, and 
the incorrigible was released. Unfor^ 
tunatcly he made his way at once to an 
address another criminal had given him, 
and there met men who were engaged in 
housebreaking and safe-robbing. He 
joined in their evil work and was again 
caught: which meant seven more years 
imprisonment. This term was another 
nightmare nf prison life to Weldon. v/hich 
when at last it came to an end he was met 
by the writer, who happened to be sta- 
tioned in the town near the prison, and 
part of whose work it was to meet dis- 
charged prisoners. 
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In My Soul an 

Easter Mornin^ 

By the late STAFF-CAPTAIN ELMSLIE 
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EASTER I did yc say? Ay , I ken some- 
tliing noo ahoot it, bit thir wi8 a 
lang time I didna ken muckle aboot 
it. Ye see I was brocht up i' the Free 
Kirk, and thir's little attention gi'en to 
EflBter i' the North o' Scotland. I wis 
far better acquant wi' the "Hist'ry o' 
the Covenanters," the reoJin' o' the 
"Ten Years' Conflict." and aboot the 
reson o" the Disruption in *43. 

Bit, aa I wia sayin', in my ain Aber- 
donian, I didna ken mucklo aboot Easter 
an' its personal connection wi' a clean 
haert till the Airmy cam' North. An' 
although I cudna* bear the awfu* way 
they caerried on i' the Meetin's an'_ the 
preachin' (sic preachin' as it wis) — "that 
a man cud live doon in this wardle. wi' a 
perfec" hacrt." and free frac sin. 1 fully 
believed wis jist a delueson o' the decvils 
-yet 1 Rocd back ta hear ihcm agnin 
and again, an' ilka time 1 wis niacr 
dJssatesfied wi' them an' mysel' tae; till 1 
got faeriy ool o' patience wi my am 
Kirk an' widna gang back: and 1 wisna 
pleased at the Airmy 'a tcachm' although 
1 was forced ta admit the soondnesa o] 
,ihir wark. At last 1 took a plunge i| 
tlic dark (for 1 wis nearly by mysel' 
aboot religion), on" I jined ihcm alhe- 
githur: bit for days I wis darker than 
ever, an' mair dissatc.'sfiod wi' my ain 
condition o' hacrt. ! cudna gel rid o' 
the question in the C.Tteciiism. "The 
souls of believers arc a I their death made 
perfect in Holiness, and do immectialoly 
pass into rl<%ry." 1 linnlcd my Bihle 
but got nae rest. 1 read till I was sick 
tired o' readin'. bit nat better. 

"I cud stand it nae longer" 

Ae nicht it wis announced ihut a lialf- 
nicht o' prayer wid be held. Sac I made 
up my mind tae gang an' settle .something 
def.nite ahoot this mailer; I cud stand it 
nae langer. The Meetings gaed on fine 
till aboot ane o'clock, when I he Major 
began readm' frae the New Testament 
aboot "Be yc holy as 1 am." etc . and his 
remarks were railher personal. 1 thocht. 
to me, and I felt as if he had ji-it pitched 
upo' me for an illustration. But I got 
mair and mair interested as he led ns oot 
o' oor feelin's. oot o* oorscis an' into Mim. 
"Not me, but Christ in me." wis ta gle 
the perfec* haert that wis ta live the 



Wcldon's record was well known, and 
consequently every possible assistance 
was given to him. and in being accom- 
panied to the railroad station he was 
urged to sec. on arrival at his destination, 
an Army Social Officer who had been 
saved from a terrible life of sin. and would 
be of great help to him. These kindly 
efforts were frustrated, however, for the 
eX'Prisoncr. before proceeding far, got off 
the train to visit a former partner. 

When the police in the town found out 
Weldon was there they soon ordered him 
to move on. and threatened to take him 
in charge again. He therefore turned 
about and tramped along the dusty roads, 
until he came back to his starting point. 
IHcre the hot and sore-footed traveller 
presented himself at our Quarters. 

"Whatever has brought you back here 
again>" we asked him. The ex-prisoner 
e-^plained what he had done, and was 
invited in; his needs were supplied, and 
after a wash and a rest he went out to 
secure a room, paying his last bit of 
money as rent. For many weary days he 
tramped round the town, trying to get 

THE HAPPY TREE 



perfec' life, an' he described it a.s an 
ELaster Mornin' — a new dawnin', an" 
that if ance risen in oor hearts ihir wid 
be nae settin'. T cud hardly lak' it a' 
in, it wia a new doctrine tae me, yi;i tny 
hail inner sel' cried oot for soniL-iliing. 
an' the question cam' again an' ;iguin la 
my min' — "Is this 'whom ma soul 
loveth' but up ta noo cudna findJ" 

I canna tel! ye yet hoo it wi$ dane. but 
when the Major asked a'body thai winlcci 
this ELastcr morn taw come oot ia ilie 
middle o' the floor an' seek it, 1 got coi 
ower the back o' a foorm, an' luiuled T 
the middle. What passed throu my mind 
none but Himscl' kens; but it seemed u^ ]| 
Jesus Himsel' stood by me an' sulci "1 
will put my Spirit within you. " I hem 
then something aboot "an Easter Morn" 
—nae, not only kcnt, but hacd got i1 
"David Lamb wia at the ither end" 

There wis a lot "oot" that niclil. but 
1 didna trublc mysel' muckle aboot iIrtii 
David Lam'o — noo' iwOmmlssloner I.ulhI) 
— wis at the ilher end o' the foonn tliiii 
1 wia nt. an' anithcr laddie thai wis an 
OITlccr a while, but has ganc la C.lorv 
since. Bit my ain haert wis sac fu' tli;it 
1 winted tae be alone. 

So the Meclin' closed, an' 1 ha^d .^l,.„< 
Iwa miles la travel ta gel back ,ifini- 
business, an' I'll niver forget that mornin 
The road was alang by the sea. an' jisi 
as I wis aboot hal-way hame. the .sun 
began ta rise frae the back o' the sia uiiil 
thir wis sic a fiery glow on the water llial 
1 stood up for a while on' lookil ,.l llu 
sunrise. An' there an' then llic f • hus> 
o' His glory shone intae my liacrl an 
min" an' body, I stood an' grut (cried) 
an" sobbed aloud; it wisna sorrow, il \\i> 
the springs o' my soul that hacd bur^i 
an' wis gettin' ootlat. The E;isi(r 
Morn haed dacncd, an' I saw 1 lim ^,s 
f^e is. That's some years syne notj. bin 
that £ua had never set yet, an' riiony n 
time 1 greet yit when I look on 1 liin who 
is ma licht an' ma life. Ive tried '< 
noo in ma business an' as an Officer J" 
the Airmy. but it disna muk' a bil n' 
difference whae yc are or what ye arn< 
if ye only follow. He's the Easter Morn 
— the Noon-day Sun, An in the evcnin 
He'll be yer Licht. 



T 



HERE was a bright and happy tree; 
The wind with music laced its 
boughs; 
Thither across the housdess sea. 



Men grudged the tree its happy eves. 
Its happy dawns of eager sound: 

So all that crown and tower of leaves 
They levelled with the ground. 



They made an upright of the stem, 
A cross-piece of a bough they made: 

No shadow of their deed on them 
The fallen branches laid. 

But blithely, since the year was young. 
When they a fitting hitl did find. 

There on the happy tree they hung 
The Saviour of mankind 

— C;eiiiii.D Gould 



work, but no one would employ him, us. 
his hands were badly crippled and there- 
fore of little use. 

At the end ot the week the landlady 
of the boarding hous= told him that iis he 
hati no money he could not stay therr 
any Eonger. "Turned out, he began to bes: 
upon the streets, and was immediately 
arrested by the police for vagrancy. 

Next morning, on reading in the now.-. 
paper of Weldon's arrest, we interviewed 
the magistrate on his behalf, and gnvr 
assurance that if he was handed ovci 
into The Army's care he would be looked 
after by the Prison-Gate Officer until In- 
got on his feet again. The official was very 
friendly, and at court next day, granted 
the request. 

Weldon was then put on the train Im 
the city where be was duly met by nn 
Army Officer, and was at last in goml 
hands. Tliree months after this «■■ 
received a letter saying work had been o!> 
tained for him, and moreover that ho h:i<l 
been converted in an Army Mcetinp 
Shortly after this he was enrolled at .. 
Soldier, wearing full uniform. 

The magistrate who handed I lari> 
Weldon over to The Army was de!ig)ii>cl 
when he heard the news, and said, "l hi.- 
is a wonderful case, and alone is worlli 
all the trouble The Salvation Array takes in 
helping the inmates of the prisons and 
penitentiaries." 

It was undoubtedly as the magisli.iit 
said, a wonderful case, and showed hnn 
mighty is the power of Cod to rcderm 
The resurrection of Harry Weldon was a 
great achievemeiTt of grace and our com 
rude become, and now is, a tiseful member 
of the community. 
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MORE than a few of the stories mined 

from the treasure-depths of Salva- ^^^ 

lion Army experience have running ha< 

,h„u8h them the =ilv" vein ^l^^^;"^:^ toe 

j„d every once in a wtiilc ^ '-^"''y °^« sni 

„tni is brought to the hght which en- ^j^ 

dorses anew the time-honored adage, ^• 

that "truth is stranger than liclion, ^,.„ 

The following episode, though pcrtiaps ^^ 

„o. having .he 11^:" , "t ,->i-'-"'"' V";;; 

taming to conquests m far-off fie ds or 
[he enalching of victory irom loilorn i 
hopef, vel may, perhaps serve to show the ap. 
gcmler »:J.^ of life v.nh..i the orgamza- an 
Fion and may be acceptable as being dv 
somewhat off the beaten path. thi 

Roger Mortimer lived m - "'^^'^'"B m. 
town situated on that coast ot t jnada I I 
wliich' the sun kisses a U.st, lingeriri; th 
roodbve, ere awakening ibc dwellers, in an 
ihe neieliboring Oridm, lie was a car- lo, 
en,., 'i.y trad'e. a bachelor by choice. ..II 
Lnd a .'Salvationist by conviction 1 le ki 
ivas cinse on the merldiiin of life, and 
liiivinf worked hard with very few days ^^, 
of unemployment, the past twenty >-ears 
„T more, was fairly comfortably •><! „, 

A busy man tii 

A, ""The Haven."' a large, welbmanaircd O 
buarding.lu.n»e. where Mortimer spent >; 
;,ll of his ;(letping hours, but lew ol his h, 
waking on.s for he wa., a b.sy man P< 
l„s Icllnw-boarder.s m their Ic.^s .serious 
nomeals. look il iM'on ihimselves lo oi 
.L.:.se him about his obviou.. shyness in h 
laimers concerning the oppoHte s«^ » 
I e was they averred, aslonisliingly stow ii 
u. take advantase of the m..ny Killedi.'ed e, 
oi^porliinilies v.-.ich had presented lliem- tl 

ONE of the imporlart missions en- J 
trusted by the Founder ol The ^ 
Salvation Army lo his son. our , 
present General, was the extension o . 
opcrulions to heathen lands bo well J 
has our International Leader succeeded ' 
hy God's blessing in this respect that he j 
IS often kncwn by the tillc ol 'The Army a 
Mis.sionary General "' ( 

China was one of the firsl countries to , 
Imve the ""Blood and Kite Flag unfurictf | 
sinrc the General ossumcd leadership of , 
The Aiiny and in this trouble-torn land 
gical good has been accomplished as well 
,.s il h.rge number of its inhabitants won 
Inr Christ Annually thousands of poor 
lieopie are clothed and fed in the larger 
cities, 

A marvellouo change 
A raw heathen country to which The 
.•\rnn' Work has been extended in recent 
years i.^ Celebes, an island of the Dutch 
Easr Indies. The populace was given 
oviT tn heathen practices, including the 
horrililc rile of human sacrifice, and the 
land haa sletped in sin and durkiieas. 
The Army was the first missionary 
society lo open work among the natives 
and til.- past few'years has seen a marvel- 
lous change in the habils and customs ol 
iKc ]icople. Nigeria, in West Africa is 
Lnniiii-r country where many heathen 
liav, lnen won for God; some of the con- 
vcrsiona taking place being of a truly 
rcmiitkable nature. Kenya Colony, on 
the l'.,iBt Coast opened Eome seven years 
Hgo, li.Ls advanced likewise until there arc 
now iimrv centrts of Aimy Work actively 
engaf;.,d," Dutch Guiana, the last mis- 
sionary country to welcome Army Officers, 
is now enjoying the fruits of the labors 
of converts migrated there many years 
he lore. 

Turning to the older missionary coun- 
tries, and bearing in mind our illustra- 
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fee' lile. an" he described it , ,„ 
iter Mornin- — a new dawnin ' ,n 
t If nnce risen in oor heirls il„r y.,A 
nae aettin , I cud hardly t^.k' ,i „ 
It wia a new doctrine tac mc y< i ^. 

inner ael' cried oot for somL-il„„j, 
the question cam' again an' acnn , 

tnin'— "la this 'Whom ma ^„u| 
;th' but up ta noo cudna find>" 
canna tell ye yet hoo it wis d.iiu l,ui 
ti the Major asked a'body thai i, mtid 

EaBter morn taw come oot n il^ 

r the back o a foorm, nn' him!, J , 
middle. What passed throu my mind 
:but Himsel'kens; but it se<;tncd i ,| 
.s HimgcJ' stood by me an' Siud I 
put my Spirit within you." I kjnr 
. something aboot "nn Easter M,irn 
'C. not only kcnt. but hacd Km i 
avid Lamb wis at the ither end 
icre wis a lot "oot" thai niclil liui 
Ina trublo myscl' muckic about iIiliu 
id L-atnD — noo' Commissioner I. itnl 
3 at the ither end o' the foorm il, n 
s at. an' anithcr laddie tlial wi- ,„ 
cr a while, but has gani; ta Glori 
Bit my nin hacrt wis sae fu' il, i 
nted tae he alone. 

the Meetin' closed, an' I haed al, „[ 
miles la travel ta get back nUiit 
less, an' I'll niver forget that mornin 
road was Blang by the sea. an' jim 

wis aboot llal-way hume. the ,un 
1 ta rise frae the back o' the sta ii„| 
vis sic a fiery glow on the water Ih t 
od up for a whllu- an' lookil .,1 ,1, 
»c. An" there an' then il,e (.liu 
IS glory shone intae my liaetl in 
an' body. 1 stood an' grat (rrinl) 
^bbed aloud; it wisna sorrow, it \ i 
prings o' my soul that haej bur i 
wis gcttin' oothit. The [".iiii. 
haed daened, an' I saw i lim i 
. Timt's some years syne noc, but 
?ui hiid never set yet. an' mom i 
I greet yit when 1 look on I iim who 
1 licht an' ma life. I've tried ii 
n ma i^upincss an' as an Otticcr ii 
ilrmy. but it disna niak' a bit , 
mcc v.liae ye are or what vc arm 
anly fellow. He's the Easter Morn 

Noon-day Sun. An in the evenm 
be yer Licht. 

but n.i one would employ him a 
nda wore badly crippled and theri^ 
f little use. 
the LT.rJ of the week the landlady 

boarding house told him that as hr 
o money he could not stay thcrr 
nger. Turned out. he began lo Wf 
the streets, and was immediate^ 
sd by the police for vagrancy, 
t morning, on reading in the new 
of Wcldon's arrest, we interviewed 
ngistrate on hia behalf, and gavt 
nee that if he was handed o^cr 
lie Army's care he would be looked 
ly the Prison-Gate Officer until lu 
his feet again. The official was vm 
V, and at court next day. granted 
quest. 

Ion was then put on the train loi 
y where he was duly met by la 
Officer, and waa at laat in gottA 
Three months after this v,i 
i a letter saying work had been ofi 
for him, and moreover that he iiiid 
onvcrted in an Army Meclin). 

after this he waa enrolled as 

wearing full uniform, 

magistrate who handed IIarl^ 

over to The Army was deligliiLtl 
E heard the news, and said, "This 
nderful case, and alone is woriJ 
Duble The Salvation Army takes ii 

the inmates of the prisons and 
jaries," 

B undoubtedly as the magisirciti 
wonderful caae^ and showed hoM 
Is tfie power of God to redccrrr 
irrection of Harry Weldon wa.-! i 
hievement of grace and our com 
jame, and now is, a uaeful member 
mmunit}'. 




When East Meets West 

A 'War Cry* Romance that is Different 



By ADJUTANT WALTER R. PUTT 



MORF than a few of the stories mined 
from the treasure-depths of Salva- 
tiuii Army experience have running 
through them the silver vein of romance: 
and L%Lr> once in a while a freshly dug 
gpm lb brought to the light which en- 
dorses iiiiLW the time-honored adage, 
lint trulh is stranger than fiction." 

Thr ftiiiowing epieodc. though perhaps 
,l„I naMllg the ihriU of advflUu.c per 
taining to conquests in far-olf fields, or 
the snatching of victory from forlorn 
fiopep, .\'et may. perhaps. serve lo show the 
gcndur !.ide of life williiii the organi^^a- 
tion. and may be acceptable as being 
somewhat off the beaten path. 

Roger Mortimer lived in a thriving 
town situated on ihal coast of Canada 
wfiKJi the nun kisses a last, lingurini; 
(toodbyc. ere awakening the dwc-llers in 
tJie nci);liborinj; Orient. I )e wa^ a car- 
penter bv trade, a bachelor l)v rlii-.iuc, 
and a iiaivalioTiist by conviction i Ic- 
iva.-> close on the mcridii.n of lir.-. .ind 
having worked )lard with very few days 
o( uncinploymcnt. the past twcnlv ve.irs 
„r mnr,.. wa.s fairly conit.irtably yd 
A busy man 

At 'Tlie I Javen." a large, wcll-maniiccd 
baaidiiis-limmr, where Morlimu, spLnl 
oil ol his .-.Ic-ping hours, but few ol l.;.s 
iv^ing ones for he was a busy man. 
h.s Icihw-boarders. in their lc.« .serious 
notncnis. look il upon themselves to 
iLi'sc him about his obviou.s sh>ness in 
nialtcrs ronrcrnin); ihe opposite sex. 
I.c «as. they averr<d, aslnnishingly slow 
to lake udvanlatc ol the many giltcdgcJ 
ni:porlunit!cs v.-;.ich liad presented tlirm- 



ONi; of the imporlant mi.ssions en- 
trusted by the I-'ounder of The 
.Siilvation Army lo his son, our 
prcSL'nt General, was the extension of 
operations to heathen lands. So well 
has our International Leader succeeded 
by God's blessing in this respect that he 
13 o/leu known by the tillc of "The Army's 
Mi.isinnary General " 

China was one of the fir.^t countries to 
have the "Blood and Fire Rag" unfurled 
since the General assumed leadership of 
Tin- Army and in ihis Iroublc-lorn land 
great ijood has been accomplished as well 
.IS a large number of its inhabitants won 
lor (_[>rist. Annually thousands of poor 
jicniilc are clothed and led in the larger 
titic, 

A itinTvellous change 

A r,iw heaihen country to which The 
Army Work has been extended in recent 
years i.s Celebes, an island of ihc Dulch 
EuKl Indies. The populace was given 
over to heathen prtctices, including the 
hor.'ililc rite of human sacrifice, and the 
land was sleeped in sin and diirklitss. 
The Army waa the first missionary 
society lo open work among the natives 
and ilie pnsi few'years has seen a marvel- 
lous cfiange in the habits and cuatoms of 
itie lieople. Nigeria, in West Africa is 
unullirr country where many heathen 
have bien won for God; some of the con. 
versions taking place being of a truly 
rciriiirkablc nature. Kenya Colony, on 
trie l-.ast Coast opened £Ome seven years 
ago. hiis advanced lilicwise until there are 
now many centris of Army Work actively 
engnijed, Dutch Guiana, the last mis- 
sionary country to welcome Army Officers, 
IB now cnjoyinB the fruits of the labors 
of converts migrated there many years 

Turning to the older missionary coun- 
tries, and bearing in mind our illuatra- 



sclvcs to him, and "if he did not hurry 
up" the matrimonial ship would sail out 
of harbor, over seas of connubial bliss, 
minus one perfectly eligible passenger. 

All of which Mortimer took in good 
part. He thought ihal he knew his own 
mind on the subject, and was in no great 
haste; moreover, he was just one of those 
men who take a quiet delight in keeping 
other folks guessing, lie was a prime 
favorite at the boarding-house and his 
fine, straightforward, manly religion ap- 
pealed lo the olhcr guests greatly. It 
had not always been so, lor when he first 
took up his residence there, many petty 
snubs were given him because of his 
strict adherence to Salvation Army 
principles, bul Mortimer proved by his 
winning ways and obliging disposition, 
one loo many for his critics. 

Looked up to with respect 

Comrade Morlimer's evenings were 
spent mostly at tfie local Corps. I le was 
an enthusiastic worker m more than one 
department, and like a true Soldier of 
the Cross if one thir.g deliglUcd him 
more than indoor llshting. it was outdoor. 
The stripes (il ftis neat uniform proclaimed 
tlial he held the rank of a Loc.il Oflicer. 
and it went willinul .saying that he was 
looked up lo will, the ulmosl re.s/Jtcl by 
..II will, wlioni he had dealings o( i.itv 
kind. 

'Iliere was ...le parlaular branch of 
Army work to whicl, .Serjeant Mortimer 
(jave much time and attention, and that 
Wi,.s tlicr b,„,,„lli« of 'rhe A.i.iv i.ublK.i- 
tions. In fad. so much had the Corps 
Onicer, Capt.iin Hrish. bc.m impressed 
bv his diligence in this direction, that he 
iiad m;.de 111... I'ul .iKjlu.n Sevixranl, „ 
post which w;is lilh-d and the duties oi 
which were c.irritd nut with lU. nicin 
orKani.sing .-kill, and abilitv. The -Sergeant 
had under his rare a bripade of vo.illiful 

the' lacl' ihLT'nonrwer^c r!!orc keen and 
energetic than its leader. Captain Brisk 
had often made the rL-imirh that in .shoul- 



dering the responsibility of the publica- 
tions, the .Sergeant had taken a tremen- 
dous load off his mind. 

Not only was Sergeant Mortimer a 
wideawake boomer of "The War Cry." 
but he was, (unlike some we know) 
a studious reader of it. He did not be- 
lieve in selling a single copy without first 
having thoroughly digested lis contents. 
"Let your customers know that you know 
what's inside ihc paper," was a bit of 
counsel he frequently gave his co-workers. 

Thus it came to pass one evening, 
after supper, the Sergeant could have 
been found in his room at "The Haven" 
engrossed in his perusal of the latest 
"War Cry." "A bright number, full of 
good news," was his mental comment, 
as he clo.sed the paper to lay it down on 
the table. As he did sn his eye caught 
a small poem, snugly occupying a corner 
of tlie cover. I le scanned it briefly, but 
ihere was something about the wording 
of the verses which caused him lo read 
ihem again carefully. 

At his work next day Mortimer thought 
again of the same poem, a few lines of 
which had embedded themselves in his 
memory. I fe had made up his mind 
that he would quole them in giving his 
testimonv in llie Op.;n-Air thai night 
And he did tiuite cffecliveiy. 

A inysterious something 

At home, ader the iMeclins. he picked 
up "The War Cry" and again studied the 
Ijoeii. ch.scK-. This lime he noticed tlie 
si-iaturc of llie ..uthniTs-S f,„ ii was a 
lady - and tlie Corps in the town to 
winch .she was aHaehcd. She lived in a 
small hshing village on the Atlantic Coasl 
w!,..:ie llie .sun greets the Land ol the 
Maple L<iaf after liaving bid (areWL-11 lu 
tJld liniihinds .sliores. A my.slerious 
"solnethin.^" within liiin prompled Morti- 
mer to write and ll.ank ihe authoress for 
the insniiiition which her poem had been 
to fiinr -and this he did without delay. 

A week or more pa.sscd. and. perhaps, 
a little lo his surprise a reply came lo 
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Mortimer's letter. It was a courteous 
note, and written in a neat hand. A 
request was attached, asking if the 
Sergeant would care lo exchange "War 
Crys" -the Eastern for the Western 
Would he? Well — somehow Mortimer's 
hc.-rt beat a trifle faster— he did not 
know why. Of course he would. 

How do the.sc things happen'J Quite 
naturall-,- scire fo!I« ..:;,v. and vet Mort. 
mer always avers that' the hand of the 
Lord was in it all. The months rolled 
away, and in the meanwhile the lassie 
on Itie eawl coasl, and the man on ihe 
west coast had developed a close corre- 
spondence with each other. So much 
so that their pholOKraplis had been 
exchanged in addition lo "The War Crys " 
A happy event 

Well, our st'iry. the facts of which, 
by tfl.^ way. we heard one day tjuilc hy 
accident, and l:nm an unexpected source. 
is at an end. Nnl [|iiite, imwevcr. lor 
it must be recorded lliat at a certain 
Arnw Corps nn the Pacific Coast a I lalle- 
lujah wedding was celebraLj. and Soi- 
g..ant Roger' Mori, mer, and his bride 
weie most popular principals. 

We leave our readers lo fill in iho rest 
f.-om their imagmalion, and only stop 
lu point out thai the ofl-c,uoled lines: 

"East is Rast. and Wcsl is West, 
And ne'er the Iwaln shall meet," 
did nol apply at least in this particular 
c'se — and what is the matter of a few 
thousand miles'^ Perhaps il is not such a 
bad liiinc ahei all. to lake the advice ol 
the familiar slogan- -and "Read 'The Wat 
Cry." 



"Soon May the Heathen— 



^ {Sec illusiralionH on page 23} % 



lions, wc note that in conntclion wiih ils lo 

vuricd (icriviticn in Indiu. Th^: Armv Uiis Ar 

for manv ^■(!.■^Is carrird on u spk-ndid set 

work nf r<tEjmai;on umnnR lliu Crimin:il wc 

Trlbcis whicl). ^.s is wtll known, ronsli^ Iio 



lulc 



of tht niO;5 



:lnR problems dc-irrcc of sucrc;: 



: government of that country. 
OfTtccra uru in churgc o( J^ri,'e 
icnts where the "Crim" men. 
iind chikircn arc laUEliI hubils of 
iiiid indu.ilry wi th no small 




Jericho road, Jerusakm. showing ihti north side of the ciiy tDatt. The HcroJ gale 
can be seen uiilh the windcw abcve it. On the right is the hit! cafhd Calvary. 



Tlic Native Work in Soulh Africa 
furniahes one of The Army's most fruitful 
missionary opportunities in this grc£ii 
country. Over two hundred Naiivc Corps 
and Societicy aru iii operation and there 
ure two in}<Nlutiona used for the trQintng 
of Native Officers who in turn work 
among their own people. 

A feuture of great encouragement m 
ihc manner in whicli the natives, after 
llieir conversion, carry the good news of 
Salvalion to their relatives in non- 
Chrisljan jocahtics, often with remark- 
able rciulis. NotJihIy has this been the 
cage beyond the Zambesi River in North- 
en f^hodtsta, where much progress has 
recently been made. 

Japan is another of The Army's older 
misstonary fields which, though making 
slow progress at the start, in recent years 
hita mudc great advances. The visit oE 
the General lust year was the means of 
aecelcraling the work and great good was 
accomplished thereby. There are oper- 
ating ont hundred and fifty centres o^ 
Army Work, including a great sani- 
larium for the sick, and other spleuJid 
institutions for work among men, women 
and cmidren. S^ivciiLoninta in Japan arc 
yrcaily respected and Lt. -Commissioner 
Yuniumuro. the first Asiatic Armj; Officer 
to become a Territorial Commander, 
wields a powerful mfluencc 

The end is not yet 

The countries already mentioned and 
indeed in non-Christian lands where 
The Army has planted Its Flag with such 
remarkable success, would each need a 
volume lo dci^cribc. even briefly, the atory 
of progress made by the Organization in 
theee lands, and the end is not yet. 
hlnndB are reaching out for the CoBpel 
me<t3Dgc and voices arc calling to ;4f:itd 
CfTicerfi and workers to ihoae who >ei 
languish "in error's chains/' — P. 
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The Army in the Midst 

{Continued from page t6) 

were directed: I can remember now what 
1 saw of the attempt to make that board-^ 
cd hut into something of a home. Rough, 
oh. rough beyond words; eold — ugh, cold 
indeed. Just an old heater which had seen 
its best days — and nobody at home. I 
stayed a few moments, going around to 
try to make somebody hear me^ and then 
left. And so I can visualise the rest of 
the story all the better. 

Mrs. Thomas — that is not her actual 
name — had coms to the town to create 
:: home for herself >ind her boy and girl. 
Her services were freely at the disprosal of 
the harried housewives of the little place, 
and in many ways it was a decided im- 
provement on HoKton. 

Her boy on a ftrm some miles away, 
and her daughter, eventually, in the 
provincial capital, she was content to 
plod on. The boy. boy-like, not often 
visited his mother; the girl, full of the 
dreams of young girlhood, spent her time 
and her wages in the city, and Mrs. 
Thomas saw little of them— but so long 
as she could make 6p for herself, and they 
were all right, she was well content. 

It could not be said that her various 
employers troubled abuuL her home con- 
ditions, nor how she dragged herself to 
her shaek night after night so tired that 
she could scarcely stand. 1 1 was not 
altogether to be wondered at. that one 
night, the tired woman dropped where 
she stood, and fell with her head resting 
on the stove which was all hot, and that 
she moaned through the night all sick 
with pain, and unable to help herself — 
and that the neighbors never came. 
Lonely Woman — almost frozen 

But there was an Army Captain in that 
little town, who did make a regular 
morning call, and ^vho often brought some 
httlc dainty of her own making into the 
poor, little hut- And so it came about 
that that v=ry morning the Captain 
called, and to her horror found the lonely 
woman stretched out on the floor, by the 
now cold stove, and all unconscious with 
eold — almost frozen, in fact. 

Well, one need not say wbat the Cap- 
tain would do — ^most Army Captains arc 
ready for such an emergency. We will 
not say anything about the soon-warm 
room, the soon-eased woman, and the 
soon-called doctor. You sec, that is 
not much more than many another woman 
would have done. But wc do say some- 
thing about The Army people in the 
city who called the daughter home, 
finding her that very night in a Show on 
The Avcnuei and about rhe boy who was 
routed out by an Army Soldier, and 
brought home to see and care for his 
mother. And we do say something about 
a comfortable house which all three now 
inhabit: about a girl and boy who live, 
oh so happily, with their mother, and 
about a jolly little eompany which can be 
found almost any evening in The Army 
Hall in that tov»-n one of ilicm still 
showing the marks of those dreadful 
burns of tbaL night. 

And do you think any of the Thomas 
family would wish not to have The Army 
in their lives? Do you think that they 
follow eagerly all the doings and goings 
of that Army woman who brought that 
ray of light and healing into the life of 
their dear old mother— ^I say they do! 

Now, what about it> What would 
you say if The Army ceased to exist? 
What would those towna have done — to 
say nothing of those individuals^ Am 1 
not stating a truth when 1 pay — as I so 
very well know — that The Army is the 
same Army all the world over— and you 
cannot aflord to do without it? What 
do ifoi* s&y> 




The Wameii at the Grave 



IT WAS just like a woman, with her soui 
full of love, to wander, in the early 
morn as Mary did, towards the Sep- 
ulchre where Jesus lay! No procrastina- 
tion with her. She loved her iviaster. find, 
last at the cross, so first at the grave, the 
woman out of vtiiom f^e had cast seven 
devils hastened with her spice-laden 
hands to prove her devotion to the cruci- 
fied Christ. 

"There is the sepulchre," she cried, 
approaching the garden enshrining the 
hallowed tomb. But why that ptart, as 
she nears the sacred spot? Why that 
sudden quail, when her face blanches 
with fcar» although she does manage to 
articulate the words. "They have rolled 
away the stone"? 

Spell-bound with aurpriae 

We can imagine her hurrymg footsteps, 
and how she reaches "rhe empty grave — 
peering into its empty space; how her 
limbs aeem to refuse their office, and. 
spellbound with surprise, she thinks of 
the earthquake which so lately rent Th<' 
ground; of the crucifixion in its tragic 
darkness, and the never-to-be-forgotten 
wail upon Calvary's Mount: "It is 
finished!" 

Well might the startled woman go 
over these cruel memories of the enact- 
ment of but a Jew short days ago. whilst 
half-paralyzed she gazes in the rock- 
hewn sepulchre, realizing the loss of her 
Beloved— her gracious Lord. The loss 
of Jesus she undoubtedly felt to be very 
real then. But thus ruminating, an 
angel-voice by her side eKlaimed. i le 
is not here- -He is risen! Come, sec 
where the Lord lay!" 

The spell is broken now- "He is ri.sent" 
No wonder that she ran away to tell tlie 
diiclplcs the news. No wonder she should 
seek them in her agitation of joy and 
fear. It seemed so natural to let them 
know as much as she knew herself: beside, 
her woman's heart yearned for the sym- 
pathy none but the disciple.-i of Jesus 
could give. "He is risen!" was her 
proclamation. "Come. 3EE wnEnE the 
Lord lay!" 

Mow far they took time to sympathize 
with and offer comfort to her wc are not 
told — nor even if they made the least 
attempt to cnnsolc the despised Mag- 
dalene. But the di.sciples could noi have 



\-§^:^^-^^'^^o^^m "T^^^ ^^^^ 's risen indeed!" 

A FEW weeks ago many of ub weje 
intereated m an item appearing in 
the General 3 Journal, in which he 
referred to important changes in the atti 
tude of the Soviet authorities in Rusaia 
towards religion. The following storv is 
not altogether without its aignificance 

In a large hall in Mos.^w a public 
lecture wae given by Comrudc Lunatch- 
arsky. the Bolshevist CommiHsioner for 
Popular Education, attacking fuith in 
God. This "obsolete faith" he gaid 
"was a remainder of dm capitalistic 
structure of society, but it is now com- 
pletely overthrown; it Was cii.sy to prove 
its useleasness." 

The lecturer was so plciiscd with his 
performance, that after he lidd finighed, 
he allowed a discussion to lake place] 
with the stipulation that no utxm should 
speak for more than five minutes. A 
young priest came forward, a young man 
with a closely cropped hearf], looking 
rather shy and awkward ;i typical 
village priest. 

Lunatcharsky looked down ai him with 
contempt: ^'Remember not more than 
five minutes." "Yes. ccrt:imiy. 1 won't 
be long." The priest then mounted the 
platform and addressed hi^ iiudience; 
"Brothers and sisters, Chrisi iv, risen!" 
(The solemn Easter greeting excluinged on 
Easter night.) And. as ohl- mwn, the 
whole audience answered: "'J Iil Lord is 
risen indeed!" (the usual reply) "I Have 
finished. I have no more to sny," said the 
priest. 
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troubled much about her. for they ran 
to the sepulchre! leaving her to wend 
her way whither she chose. She \^-ae a 
woman! Where, tlien. wouJd her feet be 
likely to turn but towards the garden 
where her Lord had been buried? There, 
where she found her way alone and stood 
weeping in the agony of her grief until the 
HPOrda were spoken in her ear: '*Womnn 
why weepest thou? 

Poor Maryl Iler surchnrEed heart 
opened its floodgates then, when she 
answered with the piteous cry. "Because 
they have token away my Lord, and 1 
know not where they have laid 'J'm " 

"Woman, why weepest thou?" asked 
another Voice, as she turned away in 
her dietreas; and. believing the speaker 
to be the gardener, she appealed to him. 
saying. "Sir, if thou hast borne l!im 
hence, tell me where thou hast laid Mini, 
and 1 will take Him away." 

"Mary!" fell the tender accent. Ah, 
she recognized the Voice speaking to her 
now—she knew Him in His risen form - 
it wua Jcaus. her beloved and crucitied 
Lord. But although I lis first words were 
for Her comfort. His second bore her a 
commission — "Co and tell My brethren, 
and say unto them I ascend unto my 
Father, to my God and to your God." 
She — the privileged messenger 

Did Mary go, or did she wait to talk 
of her love for the Master in sentimental 
expressions? No. as truly as actions speak 
louder than words, ao she proved her love 
by obedience to the Divine command, 
and she fled, the privileged messenger 
to the disciples Jesu.s had bidden her be. 
The glory of the Lord's resurrection to 
her -.ms that she do something for II1.M 
— something more u.scful tlian embalm 
I lim with spices - something that would 
bring joy to other hearts for I lis aakc. 
She did the will of her Master, although 

of the 'risen Christ. 

We oftlimes talk of aposlolic succession, 
but never wa.*! there such deputed as was 
given to wom.in upon the resurrection 
morning by Jesus Himself given to her 
in ihe sacred charge. "Go. tell my breth- 
ren." She was delegated the task most 
delicate as well as of the greatcit import 
to a ransomed world! 

ConUmcil nljool of column .'1 



The Field Marshal's Prayer 














"Certain women . . , were early at the sepulchre" 



Viscount Allenby. the famous I3nli,l, 
Reldmarshal had received orders from 
general headquarters to take jL-ru-,ali.>ni 
at any cost. This drdcr was a great blow 
to the Commander, for he was a dcvom 
Christian and consequently loathed to 
desecrate the Holy City. I Ic dispilclitd 
airplanes to fly over Jerusalem and drop 
handbills stating that the city would Ll 
spared fnr eight days, and llan tliL 
bonibordmcnt would commence. 

During those eight duy.s the C.nir,il 
spent hours at the side of his cot. ijiuvinu 
that he might be spared the ordi.il o! 
burnins; Jerusalem. On the morning of 
the ninth day, wl.ilc the Commiindcr ^s..» 
praying, o delegation from Jerusalem cume 
to the camp, under a while n.n' and 
olTercd to surrender, Wlien ihL news 
was brought to Allenby s lent, lie fell 
on his knees and thanked God Then he 
led a triumphal march to the ci!\ (Jri 
arriving at its gates he dismounltd ind 
entered On fool, .-saying .1 cann..l riclL 
where my Saviour walked." 
"Keep on praying, the Lord is iii(;li 
Keep on preying. Hell hear your i r\ 
God has promised, and I le it^ ime 
Keep on praying. He'll answer you 

-■a :♦• 

How far, let us ask our sisters hi- 
woman been faithful to her call' bli= 
may have been remarkable in mini 
characters during the world's lufliirv 
but what of the message given litr h. the 
blessed Lord? Haa she of the Clii stun 
element, wc mean has she bceri ahsnv, 
bold to deliver the glad resurrection 
tidings to a sin-girt world? "I Ic is 11 ■ n 
is the Eastertide song upon onr lips todu^ 
But l^ow deeply burning in our iit-icti 1^ 
our mission to the brotherhood lor \%liotn 
Christ died? 

*'Oh, BiBterSr rouse then!" 

It is generally allowed ihat a woman's 
lOve is stronger than that of the sterner 
sex. But how far in advance ol man's 
powers has she used her influencf. her 
tact, her will, in carrying naiviitirai to a 
dying world? Has she been lailhlnl to 
her charge? Has she alwajs (Inne her 
best? Has she put the interests of 
Christ's Kingdom flrsl? Oh, sisMs. let 
us rouse, for the Master's injiinclion 
girds our very being; and if we love the 
Saviour — the Jesus now glorilif'l '" 'h"! 
Kingdom of the Father -let us mv to >t 
that we arc faitSdul as Mary M;.,;<lalelic! 
That we publish the death at C^ilvary- 
that we proclaim the love of Cnd's only 
begotten Son— that we blow ihc tivimpct 
of salvation in every nation, to all people 
and tongue! Spread it broadci.si with 
our woman's voices the wide \*'orld 
through, and, like Mary mon- than 
eighteen hundred years ago, cnUi^at as 
none but women can. "Cnmc, sec ^vlu^re tlie 
Lord layl" 
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Women of a Criminal Tribe 
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A group of Criminal Trl 
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The Lord is risen indeed'" 

^ the General-, Jo'rZ.Z'l'^^ 11 
!e of the Sovietauthorilics in R^-^ 






llowmg story Is 



capitalinic 

now com- 

•y to prov* 



.aito.er«i.h„u.ii;--;^n:;:;:i 

n a large hall in Moscow a nuhllr 

ky. the Bolshevist Com,ni.,s,oner for 
pular Educatior,. at.uckinf fai.h ■ 
a. Ihi8 obaoltte faiil 
as a remainder of the 
Jcturc of society, hut it 
tely overthrown; it whs e 
useless ne S3." 

rhe lecturer was so pica- 
forroance. that after he k.d finishdi' 
allowed a discuss.on lo tukc plac, 
h the stipulation that no qhl' should 
ak for more than five iiiinulea A. 
ing priest came forward, a yunng man 
h a closely cropped beard, looking 
her shy and awkward :. typical 
age priest. 

-unatcharsky looked down iu |,in, vvith 
tenipt: "Remember no! nioic than 
! mmutea." "Yes. certainly, I won't 
long. The priest then mounted the 
tform and addressed his ..udiencc: 
rothers and aietera. Christ is tiacn!" 
le solemn Easter greeting cxclianged on 
Iter night.) And. as ool- mim ih- 
jIc audience answered: ' 1 he Lord il 
n mdccd!" (the usual rL-ply) 'I have 
shed, i have no more to siiy, " said the 



he Field Marshal's Prayer 

iscount Allenby. the lamou.'i British 
dmarshal had received orders Irom 
sral headquarters to take Je 
ny cost. This drder was a ^real blow 
he Commander, for he was a devout 
ietian and consequently loathed lo 
rcralc the Holy City. 1 Ic di.spatched 
lanes to lly over Jerusalem and drop 
dbills stating that the cilv would be 
■ed for eight days, and llien the 
ibardmcnt would commence, 
'uring tho.ic eight days llic General 
It hours at the side of hl.s col, praying 
he might be spared the ordeal of 
ling Jerusalem. On ihe morning of 
ninth day. while the Commander was 
'ing, a delegation from Jeru-ialein came 
he camp, under a while flag, and 
ed lo surrender. Wlicn ihe news 
brou^Kl to Allenby's lent, he fell 
lis kncL-. and thanked Cod. Then he 
n triun.phal march lo the city. On 
'ing at its gates he di.'iinounlcd and 
red on foot, saying ,"1 c.inrial ride 
c my ."^aviour walked." 
Jp on firaying, tl^e Lord 
;p on Draying, I le'll hear ^ 
d haa promised, and I k- i] 
;p on j.j-aying. 1-fe'll answ 



)w far. let us ask our siistera. 
an bec:> faithful to her calfJ i 

have been remarkable in m: 
icters during the world's lunior 
vhat of iKe message given }ier by 
cd Lord? 1 las aiie of the Chrisliun 
:nt. we mean — has she been always 

to deliver the glad resurrection 
jsto a sin-girt world? "1 le i.h risen!" 
r Eastertide song upon our lip.s today, 
liow deeply burning in our l^earts is 
nission lo the brotherhood for whom 
It died> 

"Oh, flistersr rouse then!" 
is generally allowed that a woman's 
is stronger than that of the sterner 

But how far In advance of man's 
rs has she uaed her influen 
her will, in carrying snlvalion lo a 
: world? Has she been faillifiil to 
iharge? Has she always done her 
Has she put the inlere.Ma of 
t's Kingdom rirsl',> Oh. .i.,I. r-?, kl 
auae, for the Master's injunction 
our very being; and if we love ihe 
ur— the JcBus now glorified in the 
Jom of the Father— let us M.e lo it 
we art faithful as Mary Magdalencl 
we publish the death at Calvary— 
ive proclaim the love of Cocl'.s only 
ten Son — that wc blow the trumpet 
vation in every nation, to all people 
tongue! Spread it broadcasl wilji 
woman's voices the wide world 
gh, and, like Mary more than 
ren hundred years ago, enlreat aB 
3ul women can. "Cime. sec where the 
lay I" 






Women of a Criminal Tribe among which The Army Is w/orking 
In North India. 



^''"'' ^^ 




A group of Criminal Tribesmen under The Army's care in South India. 



Converts won for God by The Army in South Africa Seven 
tribes are represented in the above group. 












24 



\ 1 1 W \ II C 1^ ^ 



\pn, 1 > \ 



SELF-DENIAL i 









lS'/,Vl 

' ///■ 

1 //, 




— ^L-Xfei JJ ■ ^iP^*^ 

"THEY MADE THIS LAND 
A LAND TO LIVK IN" 
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/viLLiAM Booth. 
Founder 
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'Come on 



Yes, and suppose yoi 
to heed the old man's su 
suppose you don't "maki 

Having once crossed 
death — the line of eternit 
after death for you rem; 
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